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=— ie - . vor . gesture, and his extence <w ad how ime r 
ILLUSTRATIONS OF AMERICAN AUTHORS, ‘ ere \ - 
on ol it " t Tite) ils ve ire I o lk Wa d 
ana ware s tara ’ s head « shor \ t 
A STRUGGLE FOR LIFE. the bov—while amile never o ed his face, he plainly 
, , . - } what wo say Ihe ‘ scuouUs ass was touched . d 
We gave with our last number a specimen of wood engraving bv : ' I " 
g , clam once more was superseded by silence 
one who is confessedly at the head of the art in this country ; and Pinion ’ exclauned the Guerilla Pinion me execute 
who may challe nge rivalship anvwhere without Impugninent of his mie ve ease ' ] o ‘ ot ve \ . 
modestv We are now happy in being able to furnish our readers see iat lw e myself we w of ut why wrea ’ 
with a less s piece, bv a young engraver who bids fair to fol- ac a boy W ‘ ‘ to vo Hh " Cou 
: ; ‘ 1G 1. He is one of yourselves. Burgos was the 
low m the steps of Adams, and who, though we should not think fora 
moment of comparing Mr. Hooper's modest studies with the bold and Hes Eo ale 
finished pictures of his more expenence d brother artist, 1s fast ay ( < , Ne Ar ke ec. who eo 
proaching est wood engravers im the United States. The sket s “ ‘ ed ‘ " | 
illustrates a scene in M Paulding’s novel of * The Dutchman's ’ . 
ss \ L VOI: \ there was 
C51 which ts given below 
, é a 1 He was ¢ d 
The next dav Catalina. unconscious of the danger that hovered The ‘ iw \ ) It ¢ nan ‘ 
around her, took a faney to stroll to the little rocky dell we have here- ” ' te ‘ ‘ t ( 
ofore described as a favourite resort of Sybrandt, where he was onc¢ s om s ‘ a Phe exe one he 
t ' 
accustomed to retire to conjure up spectres of misery and mortifica- ‘ l . - ode a ‘ ‘ 
t ‘ t ‘ i ’ ‘ 
uuon In happier times they had been used to visit it together, and it , a P led ‘ 1 
‘ ‘ his hands, that he as otter i m tn urDpOSs tt 0 of mK E ty s 1 wf 
was associated in the mind of Catalina with many hours of imnocent eel . ‘ r farlec hos Pp rpose. B \ i ‘ The G , ‘ ’ 
* outh was now wanim st, for had of lat eco we \ “ . 
happiness. She wished to see it once more before she left the coun- : . or ne had o ¢ become wea ' ‘ 
: , : watching and anxiety. The Indian felt the trembling of his . The Css early completed, w et i ce ot 
trv ; led by that attractive sympathy which for ever draws the heart to- , ' 
T } heard with savage delight the increased quickness of | breat ( ed slo ‘ ’ cally 
ward scenes of past enjpoyvinent The morning was one of the ta- , 1 e t 
poe 1 n 5 oe he} He redoubled his exertions : he grasped um t tin his arm fie SIs e Cie 1. as du , at i the « we 
vyourite progeny of autumn. The indications of the storm the might be + iT} foot ' . ! ! \ 
; ' im o us feet, and hurned hy ' , ro the , ‘ ectrified by ton . a a . P . 
lore had } assed away, and were succeeded by a still, clear, hazy sky } , : . um tow . ud the verge of sy eS . y » emw « t ai t 
: . brandt made a despe rate effort; he placed one foot on the ro % e word 
a pure ¢ astick air, that never fails to waken pleasant feelings in the ws “ { : N. , B 
y ta quick motion of th thert ned up tl he« f +) Ist a mat 1 ur a gain ‘ ; ‘ ed the 
heart where thev are not asleep for ever As she passed onward the Both { i cht ‘ vse ripped up the 4 el ; eas I. an | ; ( me ‘ 
, , , . ' oth fell, with their heads from th rect ne t : ’ , “Is there a t se has ; “ee . 
blue-bird chirped his plamtive notes of farewell ere he went to seek wha es from pre ea emt a wae , 1 ma Bs I » whol x ve 
. : , ' . projecting over its ede Svbrandt was mermost. but t vas rno.ad hter, two vears old 
the summer im some more genial climate ; the grasshoppers, awaxened ther Fi fo ; t , 
‘ PS. er a disadvantage, tor th ndian was enabled t in ¢ senor startes d mn — on the ¢ sal 
from the torpor of the chilly mght, were sporting and chirping as gay “wel Sse nage c¢ Indian was ¢ dl by viol eX ‘ ‘ ' now bent uy i v 
~ edge fits on bv degrees, until both were pored on thy tremest most t % te a d ‘ ui 
as ever, forgetful of the past, and happily care less of the future: the = on we " ' eX ta 
; } 1 1) verge, and hovered on the very brink, bemg determimed to pe What nx ve said the seno 
grass under feet began to show a pale and sickly vellowness, and every : ‘ | 
be nn 1 , him rather than fail in his purpose Another mome and | What | say ephed the eat ‘ estior 
instant some portion of th partv-coloured robes of the woods fell ; i ar l \ 
t . . been over, when yrtu tely Svbrand . civ . . P it ' . said the senor da 
whispe ring to the grou d, again to mingle with the dust which first v1 tott aa } ; a 4 H one ld o t - a shes ! - ’ 
} , , growing out o he rock with r ch 9% al he of v ot vears avo, att : f ty rs old ' . . 
gave it life and maturity. All was calm, and beautiful, and touching ; : . oe See SOa y ‘ i © age « vo Vea d x ‘ 
1, NY It sustained his grasp With one hand he held it fast Wy © oth: of that g 
It was beauty smiling in the consciousness of being still lovely, vet , 
} A } | ee of | } ily pushed the Indian from under him, and he slipped overt You see I do 
sighing in the certainty that youth is past; that she has already gained 1 ; aati And 
: still grasping the lees of th ing me ! nd what 
the summaut hull of life, is now descending into the vale, and though ; Lub with } . , s= S q young man, who now « to ; , ‘ : ' 
} re shrud with both hands, ¢ ne eflorts to hi } na - ‘ vient th } ard the ver ln fy rene 
the prospect is still fair to look upon, it is every day contracting mto at 8 f ands, making efforts to shake the In f > ‘ wy sa imeniila, « \ rm 
a , — his hoi ut for son moments } xertions ‘ rT Pr +s wOcs sh IN . ous n ired t on 
a single point, beyond which there is nothing but eternity Phe white ne EN us exertions Were vain, : iv t t iy isly red the 
. . , . : served to exhaust his remamimng strength Feeling iselt dual Unbind the boy 
columns of smoke ascending straight upwards, uneurled by a breath : - ! 
" P relaxing his hold, and every mstant growine fa nter and fainter. he * Knowest thou were she 2 usked the ‘ m 7 
of wind, and presenting to the contemplative mind images of rural , , ‘ E - 2h 
: > \ , gathered himself to a last effort He extricated one of his lees from — patience 
happiness here, of pure and spiritual bliss hereafter. But the feelings nape f the Ind n 
. } 1¢ Prasp of the Indian, and dashed his foot m hus fe it} | ’ n ad the bon 
of Catalina were not in a state to enjoy the touching beauties of the tte ; 3 , 1 his face with such cor y 
; ; vulsive violence, that he loosed his hold, and fell amone the pointed Wrete funiously vociferated the senor ‘ to 
scene, or the associations it naturally inspired. She passed onward cosine el ted et . ~ De j 
. " OCKS hich projected out of th »0l below Catalin th the torture 
in painful musings until she came to the little quiet solitude, and, seat- : 4 ec poo ben Malina heard the 
splashing of his body in the water, and not knowing who it was that A loud, hoarse la vas the re é Cie la, at al the 
ing herself, soon became buried in the labyrinth of her own perplexi- } , A L ' ; 
: iad fallen, became insensible Svbrandt raised himself slowly and wr was again calmly repeated A ‘ tienes 
ties and sorrows with difficulty. and d ) { | i ft t led ‘I 
i y, Gini ,» 4ha descended as tast as ss tov ’ her Shi the senor a ts s cle xpre ih ve ¢ . ‘ 
The residence of Mr. Dennis Vancour was on a little rising ground, cated in 2 : ded a 1s possible toward he ) ‘ : ex} one 
" aK nh his arms, and bv devt t p ( pr nsior > ) soe nor + weet ‘ lel ‘ m ‘ ‘ te “~ — 
which overlooked the extensive meadows spreading along the nver, Gegrees Came tO a comprehension of all - sien and Gelerence lx } 
; ‘ § . that had past © Crueniia, wx “ nthe crowd now mt i toe ther at 
and commanded from its porch a view of the mansion-house Sy- . P 
. he wirmnira ” in hos ty he bov ne move ~ se be 
brandt saw Catalina depart ; and the course she pursued, as well as ‘ re bo ver TOs eves from 
} } Pa mopanion, who s Seon rinat st ast ft} 
the whispering consciousness of his own heart, told him whither she SKETCHES OF SPANISH CHAR ACTER . le seemed as prt anent a ‘ ec eck, 
’ ‘ . ‘ at “ ‘ 1 tery how t la ren ere vy ~ | 
was going. He turned pale and trembled when he called to mind the =~ . ie ola re wa ue 
. ‘ © for seve | tes 
circumstances of the preceding night ; and taking an opposite direc- iH 
’ ay A : nbe “ Libra ' i \ at | th seu t B was « ‘ 
tion, hastened to the littl glen, dete rmined to hide himself and watch {From the last num of the * Library of Fiction N ’ ‘ , ( , , . 7 ai at 
= ww { i essing’ thre cr ‘ 
over her safety. He arrived at the spot before her, and concealing R — 
: - . ‘ 1 : re Lemoy s i lt ren ‘ 
himself in the hollow of an immense oak that nodded on the brink of THE GUERILLA, > calmly reyoined the 
© you sport with 1 with ! i iat ‘ ) | 
the high precipice, waited what might follow In a few moments - —_—— . h renewe puabie nie | 
1 > * . ‘ S¢ “ 
Catalina made her appearance, and seated herself, as we have before BY JAMES SHERIDAN KNOWLES ; , 
} " } — No coolly replied the Cuerlla ‘You know I do not Vor 
described, in a recess among the rocks and trees, just where the bub- .s : 
, . . one P on Know tha ( hd lol two vears old, was stolen tr } nw 
bling basin at the foot of the cascade laved at her feet against the Own came the crowd shouting. “ The Guerilla! the Guerilla with ‘ \ ‘ ’ ‘ m 2B ‘ 
ah 1 Zi tecn years i that ve re ou t a that o i 
mossv stones here was something touching and sorrowful in her ferocious exultation im the sound of their voices and in their looks. On ; ' — father ¢ va \ nay 
wr ‘ : , s aye . eheve, se that what | know a part of, and so we l ca 
attitude and look as she leaned on her hand, and watched the foam- they came myht to the place of execution, wathermyg new accessions at ~ 
} ' } } } , eveal who ’ \ I will do so; but ’ ‘ | ' 
ww torrent tumbling dow i the precipice Now 1s the time to tell her every vard Arrived at the fatal spot, they stopped; and, dra | 
} . ° “ tw ve st ' rt alor peng ty 
all, thought Svbrandt, and he forgot his great purpose m coming thi- back on every side, formed a little ring. densely bounded the centre wre ere alone, W i 
} ; . . “ ‘ | ss to vou to kno s ‘ , 
ther tor a moment Another moment brought it bac k to his remem- of which stood a Guerila, with a boy about fifteen or sixteen years o ‘ B ; ihe, | 
' . vour friends, the od people of Burgos. | 1, | perce re 
Prance Here he remamed quiet for somewhat more than half an parently his son ; and along with them a Spaniard of superiour rank F vw —s a i . 
hour, when he fancied he saw a pair of eves glaring behind the thick one or two functionaries of a subordinate class, and the executions , 
, i al cus i " 1 s to ke 
evergreens that skirted the rear of the high rocky precipice Hi Several murders had been recently committed m the mountams ‘ ae 
" t ot t kt 
shrunk closer m his covert, and in another moment saw a head cau among the rest, one upon the son of the Spamard, who w extremely ' ; ; 
tiousiy protruded beyond the bushes. It was that of Captain 1] popular in Burgos ; d against the Guernillas t of s Ciive | ‘ was voc ‘ a 
He saw him look cautiously round in every direction; he saw him marv justice was proclaimed by the edict of the ft whi Phe se \ (inn a ww 
av hunself down and crawl on slowly, dragging his gun after him of popular despotism, the man and the bov, who hac en take ‘ ‘ I co Were 
toward the edge of the precimee, that he might gam a full view of leagues distance from the c1 were now al nt \ Vy seats os 
s victim below—and he tollowed him noiselessly, creeping lke a Nothing could be more st go than the ” ‘ No 
shadow rather than a substane¢ At length the Indian ratsed hin The man ef swarthy complexion and stalworth form, w N Cre 
Sell on his knec, cock s ermng musket, and carried it to s hair, and just sufficient of imtelligence im his « nite 1) oive 4 , 
al In : = t Was snatched mn § grasp, and in another er " » a bold and reckless it dehance, 1 N {, i | th | 
Star e Indian had grappled it aga It went off in the s crore eve The boy. wit sk { ‘ spare ‘ ‘ l at tk ad that re 
d Catal ~OKING UP, SAW @ SIL that recalled all her tenderness s er, t ‘ pare dark el-dark hair y ’ ost? ‘ | i NEN t ‘ : | 
all } fears Nails clusters of curls mda <« tenance s yw er I or tne OSM 
Almost on the verge « t precipice stood Sybrandt and the ac and intellect Is eve. with an express ot tens wr. « ms P ] ’ wd I ” 
owertul In s cg y tor lite, each almost bursting thet and there upon the cro with one han« Ss} t of < ne mw 1 4 ‘ here ' | 
® vs to force the other off t brink Now one. now the othe companion, and with t othe sping s arm. to w * cool the next seve But K 
8 ed to have the advantage yw the back of one and anon of t uly clung There was s g sO irrresist a ‘ . ‘ | | 
er was toward her; and then both seemed to be quivering ont up, now that their tormentors d haitec ul lew ’ t * eure ‘ 
rge of eternity. In vain she attempted to cry out—her voice was — on, that clamour subside ) perfect silence, w eve ‘ Lo 
st in the agony of her fears 1 Vain She attempted to clomb minutes. At] th the Gue 1. withas o. etre ” \ 7 er to y , \“\ 
Steep—her limbs refused their office Still the deadly struggk Fellow-christians '" exclauned © was t ‘ f 
ed, and she their ck pa e depth below. The wed with cries of exe or ‘ 5 © ve cd ‘ co 
had been thrown away in the now they wrestle Pimon hin st! e hin was ¥ { \ Is . vy liv ‘ j 
mb to lim , to heart M e Indiar ttemptec s The s 6 ‘ ‘ : ent. He« ¢ Croernlla ane 
iraw his knife t Svbrandt gave oyment! ot Find t ss » ubtain a he g ‘ ‘ s ernate!y f The Gu follow 
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eyes, said nothing for a time; but at length, bursting into a hearty | his figure drawn up to the full extent of his nature, gravely and || ORIGINAL FABLE 
laugh—* Your guests, I perceive,” he exclaimed, “ have their habi- musingly looked on j waING é wis. 
liments to thank for the questionable weleome you give them. It is The youth held forth a paper ; the Guerilla took it, and withdraw- || = -- — = - = 
all very right. It is the way of the world, and it is natural to go | ing to a corner of the saloon, whither the company had now returned, . 
ght. } \ rid, ¢ ; £ : i ’ pane pe " | THE DANCING BEAR. . 
with the thre Men's natures ought to le in the stuffs that cover | perused it with deep attention rhe youth and the boy sat together, || 
et ap ' mm os a ae | } cai } al st was the subiec » i enero 
their bodies, and not in their bodies themse Ives ; though I have seen | hand in hand ; of absorbing interest was the subject of their discourse Imitated from the German of Gellert, by William Dunlap, August, 1799 
many a velvet arm make sorry work with a rapier opposed to one lheir breaths mingled as they spoke. ‘Their faces were never for a ven 
wie yan? i ’ t not our hi s, senor moment turned away, unt ) by sigh, deep drawn, and al: tj] 
wit lded by an arm in buff, No matter; heed not our habit » SENO 1 away, until roused by a sigh, deep drawn, and alinos A sear, long forced for bread to dance, 
The Guerilla and the boy will be fit for your table to-morrow. ‘To-day | amounting to a groan, the elder started up and confronted the Italian, || (If taught in Ital F 
“ } auoht 1 , \rance 
they are content to dine alone. Give orders, however, that they may | who was standing close opposite to him, evidently trying to catch the Ss at in Etaly or France, 
be treated as becomes your guests. ‘They bring good news to Burgos, | purport of their conversation. ‘The flash of the vouth’s full, man! My German author does not say,) 
and at the risk of their necks.” eye, on fire with indignation, was too much for the Italian. With || SJipt from his chain and ran away ; 
The senor neither spake nor moved, but sat staring at the Guerilla, | assumed carelessness, he turned his head and left the apartment With joy and fear to covert flies, 
whose peculiar smile kept its place upon his cheek. The latter sud- “ Carlos ! excl sumed the Guerilla. The yo ith stood be side him |} And hides himself from human eyes 
denly started up. ‘The senor did the same, as if instinctively in a mornent They whispered for a time Ihe Guerilla then ap- Fach brother } f hie: 
. aa . . . . sacl yrother bear, with Iner y crectuing, 
“Senor!” ejaculated the Guerilla, firmly, and with an air of com- proached the senor 2 : ; th Iriendly greeting, 
. : - : —_ — oe : a — 
mand, that indicated the most thorough confidence in himself; ** senor, “Senor!” said he, “I must leave Burgos. TIT shall be absent ten Kissed brother bruin at their mec ting; 
are you, or are you not, the father of the girl that was stolen from | days, thus doubling the time for which I stipulated, but I leave the And not one cub could see another, 
Burgos sixteen years ago’ If you are, and if you wish the child to | young people zs my hostages. For your daughter's sake, you will |; Without “congratulation, brother! 
be restored to you, I have told you the way; take it or not, as it look to their security and handsome entertainment. At the expiration || Bruin’s returned, I’ve understood,” = 
pleases you” of ten days she shall be restored to you. Do not expostulate ! Neces- |} . 4 
, _ > ie . | \ | And joy was grumbled through the wood 
“One question interposed the senor sity 18 a peremptory master, whose exactions we tee! least when we |} T - , 
**T will answer none till my time '” make up our minds to comply with them. I request the youth may || he travelled bear full soon begun, 
“Only this; has the girl any mark upon her person *” occupy my room, the next to that in which your hospitality has lodged |} lo tell what he had seen and done ; 
The Guerilla whispered the senor the boy.” How he had learned on steed to prance, Geni 
I'he senor threw himself into his chair, and leane d back for a time, rhe senor gazed vacantly upon the Guerilla. For a minute or two | And rival Vestris in the dance and dr 
pressing both his hands upon his forehead The Guerilla remained | he was silent with disappointment and perplexity i To prove the truth of what | on of anl 
- i| > th uth of what he says 
standing ; his eyes scrutinizingly fixed upon hum, as if he would pene- “It shall be as you desire,” at length, said he. “ When do 7 : = did shelter 
3 of » treat er ith = . 
trate the determination that was forming you depart !” i e treats them with a Polonais had br 
* Alphoxso !” exclaiuned the Guerilla. ‘The boy started up “This moment !” i} lhe brethren all admiring saw, chime 
: . a : : our par 
“ Everything shall be as you require hastily exclaimed the senor “* May IT ask whither '” 1 Phe gracef ide of bruin’s paw ; me - 
r ° he } ~ t i 
“ - . ‘ , ” , } » dine f } 1 
= name ; bn lay: d | Each thought that he could do the same— the gen: 
ot a a “ eae . j . 
Nun adric » seno s | ee te . - 
uncz — a. ec re d the senor with urprise i Each tried—but rough the road to fame ' had | 
“ And the boy's * Madrid !” calmly rejoined the Guerilla | ested off i lik neal establis 
; ‘) P nsle 1 dancing like tl rove 
‘You heard it yust now—Alphonso !" ‘* May I ask— continued the senor | weed of dancing like their brother, ther th 
1 ” . , . " ‘re },! —_ " ‘ 
“Tt is well' You shall be looked to in all that you desire “ Senor,” interrupted the Guerilla; “ I depart the moment a con- || Here tumbled one, there rolled another ; Our | 
The Guerilla and the boy were treated in every respect like the | veyance is ready My journey is a long one, and the time I have to | And searce a bear of all the band, dians, V 
choice friends of the senor. The day following, their mountain dresses | take it in is short.” } Upon his hinder feet could stand ! . ‘eens 
re } et} he S h « t an he ' “Vy shal » one . Ro Go r Sanne > ome — j oun bs eharge 
were exchange d for that of the Spanish gentleman, and the you hot You ral be conveyed t e first two s Ages by my own horses || lhe accomplished traveller saw the trial, Saint « 
pre itle blood l'heir couches were the best under the senor’s roof ; and people, said the senor, and left the room. The Guerilla, exchang- |} : ? - 

\ ‘ _ 6 And not possessed of se'f-denial encamp 
they dined at the same board, and had all t honour pad to them | ng a few words with the youth and the boy, presently followed him | aod ‘ ” as tent 
which the senor himself was accustomed to receive * T should like to adopt one of those boys!" said the senor, as he || rhe more they foundered, flounced and pranced, weOis 86 

“Senor!” said the Guerilla, the second day, as they sat at table | sat by himself, musing, afier his visit retired, and his young Phe more he capered, balanced, danced the eve! 
after the domesticks had reured. “Senor, | have told you but half | guests had withdrawn to ther respective apartments is But now his skill displeased the crowd, arrange 
the errand that brought me to Burgos. What Ihave furtherto inform about them a freshness of né , Whieh acts upon my feelings in a fj And all indignant cried aloud the Stet 
you of refers to a subject of pain, not pleasure Will you hear it manner in which they were never aflected betor« and there is a |] “ = , lights t 
Fd ‘ . . } :' } He thinks he wiser is than others, fat anin 
I'he sonor bowed, the Guerilla went on-—“* | had alway set my face | vacuum in my heart—but that, to be sure, the recovery of my long- |} ; i = 

" | are th trick sult | rot n 

against acts of ferocity I have repeatedly punished those who have | lost daughter will supply —yet, not wholly. 1 glor.ed in the manhood And dares with tricks insult his brothers is only 
‘ > : } ith o} the pe 

committed them. [was in sight when your son was attacked. I | of my Antomo: I shall yet feel the want of my son! I would the Dewn with the fool' Away! beat! drive '” ! ' Pp 
: 2 : ; ; are thre 

called to the ruffians to desist. 1 flew with all the speed [ could, in | elder boy were not the son of a Guerila! Yet is he a Guerilla? | And rum scarce escapes alive of the f 

hopes to rescue him; but I arrived too late Ile was mortally | The boys are brothers ; and he said the younger was not a Guerilla’s || on ”” 
wounded I had him conveyed, still alive, to my own habitation, son, but was born im Burvos; and he ts evidently the father of both, starvati 
where he survived six hours ; a portion of which tune he oce yped in | for they are brothers Death is an mstructor,” contmued the senor \| MORAL and anc 
penning, with great difficulty, the contents of this paper * When I looked ipon my poor Antonio, my vain heart swelled wit i He that does more than others can. fetes wil 

The Guerilla here drew a small packet from his breast, and handed | the pride of blood. [ gloried im the ancestry which he could trace Must fly the fellowshiy of his m 

” ’ : yt t ‘ oWwWsil ? 4 

it to the senor, who, glancing at the superseripuon, hurriedly quitt: d | Now I perceive another, a new, and I suspect, a higher source of ex } Se [iI ' hood ~ 
pes e like the crowd, and th and un 

the room He returned in about a quarter of an hour, went directly | ultation—the endowments with which nature ennehes hat young : e che < = ! veenybe = 
“ = " cattian fee on ing ott 

up to the Guerilla, and, without trust ny himselt to speak, wrung hin | Italian is of noble birth, yet how he cowered before the rebuking eve |! Will be to gather little hate pr po 
warmly by the hand of the youth He could not bear its gaze Ile w drew trom the || But if thou shouldst the crowd surpass, awaken 

* A youth—a son of mine,” said the Guerilla ipartment, nor ve ed to enter it agam. T marked it witl ‘ Repress thy knowledge seem an ass! The 1 

“ You have another son !"’ interrupted the senoi ment. How the boy looks up tothe youth! Plow he hangs upon hum! j 

The Guerilla went on without noticing the question “A youth, | seems to exist in him! Children have pene on He must have } 

a son of mine, was wounded in endeavouring to save the young cava- a nature of lngh excellence to command such love and such depen ORIGINAL COMMUNICATIONS, 
} 
her Ile momentarily expects my summons to repair to Burgos. | dence He is the making of a cavalier! | wild like to adopt tum: |} 
Will you insure htm security of life and person if he comes /" but the brand of the G ierila ts upon him—it matters not whether by 
* Certainly ' said the senor nature or by chance 1} A “GENTLEMAN.” 
“ } , : 7 Sine . af ~ a , ‘ 4 
I shall send for him at once said the G rerilla : Here the senor was alarmed by a shrick. He started and listened. || « are you the fellow wha rwest ?’ saidthecoachman ; “"causel’m 
* Do so: and tell him to come hither his 1s his home It was repeated ; and instantly followed by a scuttle im the chambe ‘ eutleman what'st e voull you be Duke of Saze Wewmear’s Travels 
The Guerilla an? the boy were now indeed the friends of the senor. | overhead It was that im wineh the boy slept The scnor snatched hoo 4 O'd Bail | leawst ' ical oll 
™ Pon T i ? yin ! na, } trial! a notorious 
It seemed as if he could never make enough of them. On the fourth | a candle, and rushed up stairs. ‘The door of the chamber was open :; vbmggme § , ™ . oF @ noton¢ mur 
day of their sojourn at his house, he made a feast for them, to | He entered. The Itilan lay st hed upon the floor, and the yout lerer named ‘Thurtell, a witness, in alluding to some person con- with the 
which he invited the most esteemed among his relathons and trends. | with one foot upon hus bre , was standing over him erned, stvled him a‘ van.”? Counsel required him to explain inthe vi 

Resides the Guerilla and the boy, there was but one strange r pre Che matter’ impatiently inquired the seno vhat he me tby a “gentleman?” “ Why,” said he, “ he keeps a — - 
c t vr , . ive . >= ’ " i , , , . 1 
sent, a young Ttalian about twenty-five, who was on a visit with one Phe youth made no reply, but convulsively clasped his hands | horse and gig.” And the mass of persons we meet with, though they we been 
of the guests. He was a youth, whose general appearance was rather "J natter '’ repeated the s or, with mereased eagerness ! WW : . : 

— ; , . vould be ready to question the conclusiveness of this testimony ot sumptio 
prepossessing, with the exception of his eye, wl peculiarly No breath, no sound, ut youth m reply, but stood with his : hy : : ” ’ . Imperce] 
f : - . innee ' } wan hatut a P ¢ ip 
dark, small and sparking Dur ny dinner he sat y opposite to hands sull clasped ic witne , yet do themscive hatutually stvie certain ambulatory aientee | 
the boy, whose countenanee, remarkable for nothu veetness oT natter, youne man?” a third time authoritatively demanded |} ¢xistencies, “ gentlemen,” on evidence quite as slender ; for if inter- associat 
and bland«ess, he kept constantly serutimizing, to the no-s:mall annoy the senor, advancing close up to yo matwith no better sucee ozated after the manner of the Old Bailey, they could only answer, a naked 
nce hy " ho atte , the ! lances of “We Its , " ed | ) } ' and wnp 
ance of the other, who attempted to repel v¢ freedom by glances of Phe tac ech seemed to have lealy a ed ‘Oh, he had plenty of yellow-looking metal about his person, and a ind iy 
coldness, and eccasionally, even of displeasure ; in such a manner, || as well as that of motion. One feelin ri d pos- || , , a , the villa 
; : : ’ very white front to his shirt Ihe truth is, (though we cannot sey 
however, as to avoid remark on the part of the rest of the company session of him, t of inte ond (hat he tly : y ; 
. hes = one . oe 
After dinner the guests amused themselves as their several tastes | agitated by emot ons of a | r kind, was ce di . m has become CO ned,) that the ution of it is changed ; . 
directed. Some repaired to the bilhard-room ; some played at cards n whieh he stood, and from strate f re beneath him; but no t represents now a different animal: it refers to any male of the mo , 
Musick was the recreation of others ; and, among the rest, of the boy | a trace of those emotions now re ! ! had enus homo, who ts old enough to have cut his teeth; ar ve wh 
I tra , 4 t th; and he who our voya 
and the young Italian, who, with persevering obtrusiveness, had fol- | evidently room and use for only feeling spoke all invent a word to express what was meant by a “gentleman” in yr Ait 
lowed him to a window where he was standing, and contrived to keep | ont of los eves, the direction of w »wing, soon stood |] p 4 1 ” ’ a le us 
; I : : Lord Chesterfield’s time, will supply a des:deratum to our language , 
him in descourse, in spite of half rephe s, and pointed inattention honself the maze of wonder too. for on one side ¢ bed lay its : setting — 

; , n , es } t } om tine tt he » 

A charming passage of Mozart's was executed by a finger of truth | o pantim aswoon; the mcht-dres i from the shoulders, as ‘ aven, the s| $ has not become extinct with the name , 

and soul All were enchained. Even the young Italian discontinued | if by violen but instead of the neck of a boy, presenting the t, alas! the specimens our anthropoman menageries are rare 
lis perses ition of the boy, when the latter, uttering a shrek, sudden! bosom of a ripe and lovel rl llordes of creatures, who never have exercised one of its attributes, was ’ 

¢ } ’ - - ne he } ’ a * ‘ j } V ,w 

darted out of the room Every one ran to the windows to see whis | wis { at recovers as ossession. He vould bristle up and show their teeth and claws, if they heard them- | se Sores 
had excited such emotion Some town oflicers were condue ra ltot voutl vl deavo a y s ) 1 to ill } 1 | : ts 
] } " } 1 e.ves st d by any o ! 1M 0 the nam 

Guerilla youth toward the house, which fronted the street up which | to {,t yvain At thos morne some of the a lanis w | ; : the « 
they were coming Belore they came half a dozen steps nearer, the ut lto rest, but, ! er iste d bec ned, 1 ented ™ 4 ye ae butes—nor will I discover 

- ! é fn » ie ‘ ‘ } — a oe ” 
Guernlla youth was in the arms of the boy emselves a d ofa i“ i senor, | ously draw it for your inspection one of Lord Chestertield’s entiemen , and a fe 

«The poor brothers!" exclaimed the senor, the tears starting inte © curtains o e bed, to ¢ ‘ neonseo 1s form tha lined I will present to you a “ itleman”™ according to the notion of a i ition 
his eves Every one ran down into the hall inere they were met on it, orde { 1 to ¢ o . Who seemed to oor old woman, who stands with an apple-stall in the street ; and one ' tof 

» the , nd . eiill ol toe . , ' i | } 3 : . mount 
by the vou h and the boy, sull clmging to each othe t M latter ive been stonn y th do f l received fron ilso, as deseribed by ed quaker of my ac untanee in England like ruee 
overpowered by his teehnes, almost carried by the I Both you! lle is obeyed. Tle now aca ’ youth An |} i ’ ’ : f i r 

\ : vi tness toa Ww which t place between the aforesai new cha: 

looking o one another's eyes, stramimnyly, as if their souls were iss ‘ 4 aaa | red to hav ken ‘ t 1 l i on w wean : hie , ‘ shveiung. : : een the aloresak , ; 
pl — ” \ S68 
ing from the and blending, like ther bod:es, in embraces Neve id p ssed him a mo “ ' ad stramed his every old woman, and a [no do sot disant] * gentleman He had, in } , 
was hap vss at re-umion more touchingly depicted, esper ont ! ) ‘ ‘ < t , Was Oe, ‘ mst y past, upset som ol er apples in the dirt, ar d had passed on ‘ oe 
wide e younger, who kissed alternately the forehead, the eyes, the ind a no k powerful o ed to have r rits place | vithout notice The woman's tongue, however, brought him to; we pass 
cheeks, the neck, the | f the young G and 1 { r of tend 3 ) ! s ‘ ) } “ant ! | . 
“a . kK the ur of | oy in ser . 1 we + and ve f tend ‘ ’ eves, Ww 1} ‘ d answer to her volleys, inquired, * Can't a gentle 1 walk , 
aughed, and murmured unintelligibte words of welcome, and at last {f every momen y woold ot ' deep was hus op | " : ! 
one es ri ) ‘ y was, “if you b rentiem } 
was with diheulty taken by gentle foree away ’ on, and a \ lt \ rr e to the senor, whe ° is a mine «i ies ' 
Vario tsly were the spectators affected by this interview. The 0 '< him by vd, and led him : ’ " ent ; DE a8 SICA Pahang 
; : : Pp 
senor wept like a child. ‘The young Italian looked as if he had neve “ At Lto the vouny pe ’ oo said s ) My friend the « ser, himself one of the most gentler y men im 
been acquainted with a tear Ilis countenance lowered with that | female domestick, who was pa then « nr to the endants |} England, (R. C. of Burn iam,) observed one day to me, that one | , 
a se ein eter de —— * - aT pases he mind aoriaits ose who had removed t ving | the |) of the best spe he knew, was a black theer way 
he tena yess whuch the boy displeyed seemed to act upon him with tte hn recoveret and being answere r > ' } 
} } ‘ , , *. ; ete at Se See e : eing answered in the Ne!) smith, from the bi Ame On my exclaiming, “in 
the effect of an object of some natural, strong and uncontrollable ant: ) s for his immediate dismissal from the house am teed "| y : : h d ? where, fo 
pathy. Ths eyes flashed loathing, and with clenched hands, he pressed e youth were now in the apartment of the latter. They sat opposite saci e said, es, he is always neat in Ars person, and amiabs : 
: 7" t ae ; a 
his folded arms convulsively upon his breast. ‘The rest of the com-,) toeach other; the senor meditating, his companion abstracted n his manners. He never thinks @ mean thought, or docs an ungene . r 


pany sympathized with the youth and the boy—wlule the Guerilla, 


(Toe be concluded tn our nezi.) ur 


ous action w.1 . 
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THE APPOINTMENT. tage, which is that of the Dalles, is about a mile and a half long or = , agian 
the river has here concentrated its ene rgies in a channel of three or I HE I AMILY ( IRC LE. 
He will not come—he will not come ; indeed ‘tis very wrong four hundred feet, and sweeps, with mighty and resistless force, in a 
To see if I could see him turn the corner of the street. rock ; some three hundred yards above this defile, it bounds ten of > L > JOHN W. STEBBINS 
: twelve feet over an adamant dam, built by the hand of nature. Here : 
Go, Jenny, run and my watch, it must be past the time the rocky shores approach each other, formin mmediately above “ : » awe tes 
No, stay, I ceghecenthe BP gAss NOM, CONE Conte eee ne this chute, on each side, indentures, or bays; that on the nght bank Wie 1 
Give me my ha I va Vy gioves, my u too : lud i k. | Mite. 1 i tee barat Age h Vi know not if it be an axiom m the science of phy “wry, that 
lui walk alone, and he shall see ere, sti i. tle my shoe.) = @ Secluded NOOK, lined with rocks and crags, and ma use of by , d ane ; P ; , { lems ote, and san - 
; the natives, who have a large villa \ ty, as a port tor 
And if he sheuld come when I'm out, then, Jenny, vou mav sav ' “ea t . a S vitality { ‘ s owerf 
tI've hiched that kitten from the hearth a hundred times 1 ~ their canoes; while that on the left: iby a naked sandy | ‘| ‘ ' 
Yes, yes, I'll to my cousin Tom's, and he st (—_—~ plain, an appropriate place for an ene: while im the ne are gener ‘ ‘ ‘ sof the t 
And for that wretch, whene’er he ¢ s, you" hick him ¢ bourhood of the most hostile tribe that inti the Columba ‘ is of t that th os ever busiest w the 
’Tis—"tis his footstep on the sta ear? tage ane theese ta ta We had made the p es of the Dalles falls ear n the af ‘ ‘ ’ ake ’ ot erature and s« ce 
Like some sledze-hammer, "ts so loud ; now, now, there's no retreating ternoon, and weaned, worned, and in bad hun r. for a | boet es eme « « of , And of such v he whee 
But never will I wait ‘ Jene neve eve “ banyan day with us since leaving the rapids; had finshed our only we Is] ‘ tt ] thus tu Are t ‘ ' siastick 
»comes!' Love, have you watted long’ Dearest, I'd wait forever! meal of “ persson a sept ¢ rs, When, for lack of something to do, of ‘ . } < e has fa « y 1 
- for some other motive, our burgeois propesed, if any w d accom : é ‘er pe een 
sic voy oF ‘ panv him, to cross to the Indian village, on the other side, and « “ 
SC ENES IN THE FAR W EST. deavour to get John Ree s rifle This rifle had been carned fl the . ch ste ' ' ~ ’ ¢ 
: previous year, as a spoil of ttle, by these rascals, who | nies . o% 1 N 
portage we had just m ifttacked a party of seventeen t 1 under ! sO OHON ¢ une the s 4 
LIFE ON THE OREGON, Robert Stuart: two Indians had been killed, and old Reed then nat s clo ‘ MirosS ‘ sa et. 3 ‘ . 
= rowly escaped the tate he afterwards met, hav been lewelle ’ | 1 ed t {t Murre { lat ‘ 
FROM THE JOURNAL OF AN ASTORIAN the melee by a war-club, while t wv atthe cover of his ck ’ y to t _ re . 
Phe roposition of our bour s was coldlyr ven R the , ne ‘ } . wed « . 
Gewiat spring had succeeded a stormy winter :—the unpleasant Ider “‘sommis’’ of the party, for whose es; l benefit the adven> — , oa | ' i t (ris " we 
and dreaded part of the year to those who are exposed, by the nature ture was proposed, kept a respectiul silence; the only v teers . = ta 6 a we . . Cah in — 
of an Indian life, to hear the moanings of the tempest, and have no | that offered wore Joe La Pierre, our cook, before whose eves visions ; ‘ 7. _—— 
shelter to avoid the storm, had passed. The mild airs of the west | of fat dogs floate snd myself. who did not like to be backward in . ‘ Hh ne f 
had brought with *her bland temperature of a more sunny | Secon ny proposition my bourgeois would make Jon k his ° as... a 4 
clime—in short, the middle o pr , the penod fixed for stand m the stern of the canoe, and flourished Ins pa \ ' t ‘ fave 
our party to return to the up id, in the comn ‘ mv seat was inthe bow, where 1 | fas? irily as the whects ‘ cad te . \t t ! ‘ \ 
ment of the winter, while ne intains, learned from s tint n, While our ! s seated | fin i , w 
the gens du nord, (the north-west people,) that war had been declare centre, with ‘ I com 1 rofl such a force l loken 
had put our goods there en cache, and descended to our principal | tus guise we soon reached the litt l nh port mention ibov m4 ; ; ted ne ve 
establishment, Astoria, at the mouth of Columbia River, to bear thi On Ia , We freshly pruned ourr fles | «: saw that , 
ther this umportant information vv dirks were free in the scabbards, and drew t the buckle of 
Our brigade consisted of two canoes, manned by sevente the strap that 1 them toour waists, Aw theta t LINES A ess Ya NIGHT-HAWE 
dians, voyageurs : Jolin Reed, an Irishman, and mys an : i yards s ‘ s, led to t ‘ No 
* commiss,”’ and Donald McKenzie, bourgeois, or propnetor, who had |, Notice seemed to be taken « r appr Notas ’ : 
charge of the whole. We encamped the first evening around Tongue », woman, or « a. 17 eV \ 1 alway W ‘ 
Point, a jetting bluff in the river, some few miles above Astoria: an | howled by instinet as were, When w ! k ‘ s i ‘ 
encampment In those cays, when the iXurices of a@ Voyareur, such silenes On reacting t ‘ ’ 1 vo ure no of some twelve or : 
as tent, cassette, ete, were scarce, Was a simp! ther The bour fourteen summers, s vu sa rance, a Ww mph ! 
geois selects the first cleared spot that off rs, towards the dusk of | matick phiz, pomted to a ! | { 1 toms As " ' 
the evening; the canoes are unlacdened and ha Ps ‘ vis are \ rtwotl “ r | 1, Ww v ‘ , 1 
arranged and caretuiiv covered with oil-cloths; each man, except t Sur Archy posture to effect an entrance, wast " 
the steersman and cook, brings in Ins load of dry wood; the cook We went in. int priority to our grades, Mr Mek myself ‘ 
lights the fire and prepares the kettle; and should there be a good | and J We had no sooner entered than ar tt t site 
fat anrmal--dog, horse, deer, or bear, is of ltt! port, provide rt whe nothing | ui at befor iv t uy ; . 
18 only eras the content Ol a voya ris comy t Supper end L toe narrow passa Dh oft nt \ . t i . 
the pipe is lit, and ting t t t hit hire, Ww se flicker ravs ! It | ‘ \ t V hu ' . 
| are thrownon their weather-beaten « nienances ce then brethren | Deen wat i repar ni tor \ s W 
oft forecastie, they spin | yarns of adv tures ( urelt Sse was a ira r < “ ty M 
| vages’ —-of foaming an ingerous rapids, and last, and not least. of | five by twenty feet; toward the upper extr via be t tire w 
| starvation from hunger and cold; while, as the eve r wears, ever blazing; nearto it sat an Indian of son ‘ty “ we Of 
and anon, they take a digatthe kettle; for it must be indeed pours de Tecognu s the « t A file of I “1 ‘ red is wa 
fetes with a regular old voyageur, if he reures without secing the end = Ureirgreasys s, with noother parts et t ifoat “ . 
of his mess; that once thoroughly finished, with pipe in mouth, and § tted mas t round the soft Ph er now 
hood of capot drawn over | s head, he wraps himscit in his blanket mnniy spot where the lhne was bro nh. wast pas ‘ v Vv hh we ! 
} and under the universal canopy, forgets his « until é mmer enter iW h was wk vi ! rmass ‘ “ 
ing of the stars announce the approach of when the shrill erv the « s The eves { wel ttot ! 
ot the steersman, *'d : tmes ames! alran, a lean, narades ive not rotimtercstint s ‘ i ty to the va A ‘ 
awakens him to a new day of toil and hardsiup mts at room opposite to the door, f stot ‘ scats A 
The next morning, at daybreak, our journey was commenced in is ns e prey . however, to look ! t 
n ; the first movement vn s above Asto slikeas ’ ’ be Ww satist " esiv} seives In 
nto the str 1, pre ratory to to sea ] river. f ’ . iW we Tes ’ ‘ ‘ ex 3 A 
tforty or fifty miles trom nout retains a width of fiv r Our mur Ss was tot é \ sufl | Is 
lea, interspersed with low marshy isicts, the resort, at this sea ' ’ ‘ his t ‘ kK \ ves ; . 
son ol the vear, ol tf s flocks of r soln {ow h et w I ! . ! veany s i s band 
I ithy contributed to our Phe banks a ver \ s tt ud ‘ r t 
most unpen trable forests, w luxuriance ult v been witnessed 1 e was f / hin ‘ tot ( f. ar was, as we wer - ’ 
by former philosophers, wo ive made them chary of promulgat- | Sure it wo retus 0 , \ os im i ‘ 
ing to the world the fl t that all productions, animal et s their own, t { ry tol . 
as well as vegetable, detemorat 1 this our west hen re em that the w ! vi - . 
stick cedars and tows rpin i here challen competition poses of trad t . x “4 rex I 
with those olf their t . I | ! tely fort r res; t t s wos 1 ‘ 
inthe viemity of Astoria, is ving pear lar not t was, by witht rred brethr " tt \ < su iin , 
actual measurem “ feret more t their own s res ! wel VV I fy 
one hundred high | rto r arriv i the « trv. a ev t s i ‘ ‘ t A a 
the recollections of t natives, t ha hed spl wit \ was 
sumption by searing its pr \ : it ros ra vy. buta ' over from S ' two , . ‘ , . 
imperceptibly, bare of br s e of ex t t toexchange w 1 t “ ‘ hew “ 
siveivy hadeventorbornet niw t ft st est wi . “ 1 wae Vv to ¢ t t “ = 4 
associations whieh a son ito ‘ . | thoans « man ! few ber \ ! ! t sn re A 
a naked but eivantick column, graced alone by the v of mature t re, W ’ « ' that ! 
ind uopressive only by its own s tv! Wes t WHS 5 t\ mur Ss us 
the village of Ourk those of the Chrelat:; 1 . ' there s." Profo . eer t i 
ealled by our voy s, Mont Vv where the de l n ind cont i fors " less « cor ‘ . ‘ 
his lone canoe iW Ss tive ! 1 V ch is to overw | eves tt rs fixed « | iv the ser 4 ly ' 
1 We coasted t ben s sof the M yah I fT ‘ yw to ’ 2 7 ‘ ! : 
w t formes to \ Vis ’ sas vne \ »Aa parex , \ A 
our voya sfort vers the vs always i t ss s t scars lar V . . 
/ ' tolw t se alway ! . ! t was ‘ 
ma sical, and the r s t t \ 
ra s ry iw ‘ { t! TUL DECLARATION OF INDEPENDENCE. 
‘ s r 
ht ; - ) . ' : : wae — 
was ved in, w . es W iPoint RP t = 6 ‘ ‘ { . ( ed , " 
\ wher eT t ia I Ir ‘ t “ ! ) ‘ ! oon t 
t former days, under co é., to s “ ea ) * ‘ m" ' exe ‘ Cm " 
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{ y V y ‘ 
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ORIGINAL POETRY. 

‘Tue following lines are from the pen of Mrs. Sigourney, and were 
written by that sweet poetess for Mr. Russell, who has wedded them 
to immortal melody. While listening to the vocalist, who sang this 
composition to a private circle, a few days since, we were at a loss 
which to adimre most, the musick or the poetry. Both are exquisite 


WASHINGTON’S TOMB. 


Tomes of the mighty dead! 
Sacred be every tree 
That waves above thy bed 
Or sheds its bloom on thee ! 
While full Potomac flows, 
Bright ‘neath Mount Vernon's sun, 
Honour'’d by frends and foes 
Rest here, in blest re pose, 
Wasnineton ! 
Sons of our pilgrim sires, 
Sons of our boundless west, 
Ye, whom the tropick fires, 
Or the cold lakes lull to rest, 
Meet here as brothers meet, 
Round a loved hearth-stone 
Meet in communion sweet, 
Here, at your father’s feet— 
Wasntneton ! 


He of Helena’s roek 
Hath an enduring name, 
Echoed in battle shock, 
Sculptured in blood and flame ; 
But when the mother at her kne« 
‘Teacheth her cradled son 
Lessons of liberty, 
Shall he not lisp, of thee, 
Wasnineron ! 


Should baleful discord steal 
Our patriot stre nuth away, 
Or fierce Invasion's reckless zeal 
Restore old Bunker's day, 
Or mad Disunion sinite the tree, 
That grew ‘neath Glory’s sun, 
What shall the watehward be, 
Rousing the true and free '— 


Wasuineron ! 





ORIGINAL TALES. 


LEGEND OF THE SACRED BELL. 
BY CAPTAIN MARRYAT 


(Concluded from our last number.) 


*MeCuse had done his work. The bell was fixed, and once more 
he hastened with lis vessel to Amsterdam. Once more was he an 
inmate of Vandermaelen's house—once more in tie presence of the 
idol of his soul, This time they spoke; this time their vows wer 
exchanged for life and death: yet Vandermaelen saw not the state 
of their hearts. He looked upon the young seaman as too low, too 
poor, to be a match for his daughter; and as such an idea never en- 
tered his head, so did he never imagine that he would have presumed 
to love. But he was soon undeceived, for MeClise frankly stated his 
attachment, and demanded the hand of Katerina; and, at the de- 


mand, Vandermaelen’s face was flushed with anger. 

**Mynheer MeClise,” said he, after a pause, as if to control his 
feclines, “ when a man marries, be is bound to show that he hath 
wherewithal to support his wife—to support her in that condition, 
and to aflord her those luxuries, to which she has been accustomed 
in her father’s house. Show me that you can do so, and | will not 
refuse you the hand of Katerina.’ 

“© As yet Leannot,’ replied MeClse; ‘but I am young, and can 
work. I have money, and will gain more. Tell me, what sum do 
you think that IT should possess to warrant my demanding the hand 
of your daughter?’ 

“* Produce twelve thousand guilders and she is yours,’ replied the 
merchant. 

*** Thave but three thousand,’ replid MeClise, mournfully. 

“Then think no more of Katerina. It ts a foolish passion, and you 
must forget it; and, Mynheer McClisc, f must not have my daughter's 
affections tampered with. She must forget you, and that can only 
be effected by your not meeting again. LI wish you well, Mynheer 
McClise, but I must request your absence.’ 

McClise departed from the presence of the merchant, bowed down 
with grief and disappointment. He contrived that a letter containing 
the result of his application, should be put in the hands of Katerina--- 
but Vandermaclen was informed of this breach of observance, and 
Katerina was sent to a convent, there to remain until the departur 
of her lover ; and Vandermaelen wrote to his correspondents at Dun 
dee, requesting that the goods forwarded to him might not be sent 
bv the vessel commanded by the young Scotchman, Of this MeClise 
received information. All hope was nearly gone---stil he lingered and 
He was no longer the active, energetick sea- 
He knew in which convent 


delayed Ins departure. 
man---he neglected all, even his ature 
hus fair Katerina had been immmured, and often would ke walk round 


ts precmets with the hope of seeing her, uit were but for a moment; 
but in vain. His vessel was now laden, and he could delay no longer. 
He was to sail the next morning, and once more did the unhappy 
young man take his usual walk to look at those walls which con- 
yuned all that was dear w him upon earth 


His revere was broken 


by a stone falling close to his feet. He took it up---there was a small 
piece of paper attached to it with a silken thread. He opened it--- 
it was the handwriting of Katerina, and contained but two words, 
“The Bell.” 

The Bell! McClise started, for he immediately comprehended what 
was meant. The whole plan ran like electricity through his brain. Yes, 
then, there was a promise of happiness. The Bell was worth twelve 
thousand guilders---that sum had been offered, and would now be 
given by Isaacs, the Israelite. He would be happy with his Katerina, 
and he blessed her ingenuity for devising the means. For a minute 
or two he was transported, but the reaction took place. What was 
he about to attempt ?---sacrilege! cruelty! The Bell had been blessed 
by the holy church---it had been purchased by holy and devout alms; 
it had been placed on the rock to save his brother seamen, and were 
he to remove it, would he not be responsible for all the lives lost ? 
Would not the wail of the widow and the tears of the orphan be cry- 
ing out to heaven against him? No, no---never! The crime was 
too horrible, and McClise stamped upon the paper, thinking he was 
tempted by Satan in the shape of a woman. But when woman 
tempts man is lost. He recalled the charms of Katerina---all his 
repugnance was overcome, and he resolved that the deed should be 
accomplished, and that Katerina should be gained, even if he lost 
his soul. 


Andrew McClise sailed away from Amsterdam, and Katerina re- 
covered her liberty. Vandermaelen was anxious that she should 
marry, and many were the suitors for her hand---but they sued in 
vain. She reminded her father that he had pledged himself if Me- 
Clise counted down twelve thousand guilders, that she should be his 
wife, and to that pledge she insisted that he was bound fast---and 
Vandermaelen, after reasoning with her, and pointing out to her 
that twelve thousand guilders wasa sum so large that McClise might 
not procure it until his old age, even if he were fortunate, acknow- 
ledged that such was his promise, and that he would, like an honest 
man, abide by it, provided that McClise should fulfil his part of the 
agreement in the space of two years, after which he should delay her 
settlement no longer, and Katerina raised her eyes to heaven, and 
whispered as she clasped her hands, “ The Bell.” Aias! that we should 
invoke heaven when we would do wrong---but mortals are blind, and 
none so blind as those who are impelled by passion. 

It was in the summer of that year that MeClise had made his ar- 
rangements. Having procured the assistance of several lawless 
hands, he had taken the advantage of a smooth and glassy sea, and 
a high tide, to remove the Bell on board of his own vessel---a work 
of litde difficulty to him, as he had placed it there, and knew well the 
fastenings. He sailed away for Amsterdam, and was permitted by 
heaven to arrive safe with his sacrilegious freight. He did not, as 
before, enter the canal opposite to the house of Vandermaelen, but 
one that ran behind the habitation of Isaacs, the Israelite. At mght 
he went into the house and reported to Isaacs what he had for sale, 
and the keen gray eyes of the bent-double little man sparkled with 
delight—for he knew that his profit would be great. At midnight 
the bell was made fast to the crane, and safely deposited in the ware- 
house of the Jew, who counted out the twelve thousand guilders to 
the enraptured McClise, whose thoughts were wholly upon the pos 
session of his Katerina, and not upon the crime he had committed. 
But, alas! to conceal one crime we are too often obliged to be guilty 
of even deeper, and thus it was with Andrew McClise. The ruffians 
who had assisted on the promise of a thousand guilders being divided 
among them, now murmured at their share, and insisted upon an 
equal division of the spoils; if not, they threatened him with an im- 
mediate confession of the black deed. MeClise raved, and cursed, and 
tore his hair—promised to give them the money as soon as he had 
wedded Katerina, but they would notconsent. Again the devil came 
to his assistance, and whispered how he was to act. He consented ; 
the next night the division was to be made. They met in his cabin. 
He gave them wine, and they drank plentifully—but the wine was 
poisoned, and they all died before the morning. McClise tied weights 
to their bodies and sank them in the deep canal—broke open his 
hatehes, to make it appear that his vessel had been plundered, and 
then went to the authorities, impeaching hiscrew. Immediate search 
was ordered, but they were not to be found, and it was supposed that 
they had escaped in a boat. 


Once more McClise, whose conscience was seared, went to the 


house of Vandermaelen, counted down his twelve thousand guilders 
and claimed his bride ; and Vandermaelen, who felt that his daugh- 
ter’s happiness was at stake, now gave his consent. As McClise 
stated that he was anxious to return to England and arrange with 
the merehants whose goods had been plundered, in a few days the 
marriage took place, and Katerina clasped the murderer in her arms. 
All was apparent joy and revelry, but there was anguish in the heart of 
MecClise, who, now that he had gained his object, felt that it had cost 
him much too dear, for his peace of mind was gone for ever. But Ka- 
terina cared not; every spark of feeling was absorbed in her passion, 
and the very guilt of MeClise but rendered hint more dear—for was 
it not for her that he had done all this. MeClise received her portion, 
and hastened to sail away, for the bodies were stillin the canal, and 
he trembled every hour lest his crime should be discovered ; and 
Vandermaelen bade farewell to his daughter; and he knew not why, 
but there was a feeling he could not suppress, that they never should 


Inect again, 


“* Down, down, below, Katerina, t! 


McClise, as he stood at the helm of the vessel, ‘down, dearest, down, 


us is no place for you!’ cried 


or you will be washed overboard—every sea threatens to sweep 
our decks: already have we lost two men! Down, Katerina, down, 
tell you! 

**T fear not—let me remain with you.’ 

**T tell you, down!’ cried MeClise in wrath, and Katenna cast upon 

him a reproachful look and obeyed 

‘The storm was at its height—the sun had set---black and mon 
strous billows chased each other, and the dismasted vessel was 
harled on towards the land. For three days had they fought the 
gale, but in vam. Now, if it continued, all chance was over, for the 
shore was on their lee, distant not many miles. Nothing could save 
them but gaining the mouth of the Frith of Tay, and then they could 


bear up for Dundee. Now they contended against a boiling surge, 


and a dark night, and the howling of the wind, and their masts were 
floating far away; and McClise stood at the helm, keeping the 
broadside of his vessel to the sea---his heart was full of bitterness, 
his guilty conscience bore him down: he looked for death and he 
dreaded it: for was he not a sacrilegious murderer, and was there 
not an avenging God above ? 


“Once more Katerina appeared on deck, clinging for support. 
‘Andrew, I cannot stay below. Tell me, will it soon be over!’ 

“* Yes,’ replied McClise, gloomily : ‘it will soon be over—with all 
of us.’ 

‘** How mean you? you told me there was no danger.’ 

“*T told you false—there is death soon, and—damnation after- 
ward—for you I have lost my soul!’ 

“*O! say not so.’ 

“*T say it! Leave me—leave me, woman, or I curse thee!’ 

“* Curse me, Andrew? Oh, no! Bless me, Andrew; and if we 
are to perish, let us perish in each other’s arms.’ 

“* Never—you have dragged me to perdition! Leave me, I say, 
for you have my bitter curse.’ 

“Thus was his guilty love turned to hate, now that death was 
staring him in the face. Katerina made no reply. She threw her- 
self on the deck, and abandoned herself to her feelings of bitter 
anguish; and as she laid there, and McClise stood at the helm, the 
wind abated. The vessel was no longer borne down as before, al- 
though the waves were still mountains high. The seamen on board 
rallied. Some fragments of sail were set on the remnants of the 
masts, and there was a chance of being saved. McClise spoke not, 
but watched the helm. The wind shifted in their favour, and hope 
was in every heart. The Firth of Tay was now open, and they 
were saved. Light was the heart of McClise, when he kept away 
the vessel and gave the helm up to the mate. He hastened to Kate- 
rina, who still remained on the deck, raised her up, whispered com- 
fort and returning love. But his curse was on her heart; she could 
not forget; and she wept bitterly. 

“* We are saved, dear Katerina.’ 

** Better that we had been lost,’ replied she, mournfully. 

“*No, no! say not so—with your own Andrew pressing you to 


| his bosom !’ 


“© Your bitter curse—’ 

“Twas madness—nothing—I knew not what I said.’ 

* But the iron had entered into her soul: her heart was broken. 

“* You had better give ordets for them to look out for the Bell 
Rock,’ observed the man at the helm to MeChise. 

“The Bell Rock ! McClise shuddered, and made no reply. On- 
ward flew the vessel, impelled by the sea and wind—one moment 
raised aloft, and towering over the surge—at another, deep in the 
hollow trough, and walled in by the convulsed element. MecClise 
still held his Katerina in his arms, who responded not to his endear- 
ments, when a sudden shock threw them on the deck. The crashing 
of the timbers, the rushing of the waves over the stern, the parting 
and filling of the vessel, was but the work of a few seconds. One 
more furious shock, she separates, falls over, and the raging seas 
sweep over her. MeClise threw from him her whom he had so madly 
loved, as he struggled in the wave—Katerina shrieked as she sunk 
beneath—and all was over. 


“When the storm rises, and the screaming sea-gull seeks the land, 
and the fisherman hastens his bark toward the beach, there is to be 
seen, descending from the dark clouds with the rapidity of lightning, 
the form of Andrew MeClise, the heavy bell to which he is attached 
by the neck bearing him down to his doom. And when all 1s smooth 
and calm—when, at the ebbing tide, the wave but gently strikes the 
rock, then, by the light of the silver moon, the occupants of the ves- 
sels who sail from the Firth of Tay have often beheld the form of 
the beautiful Katerina, waving her white scarf, as a signal that they 
should approach and take her off from the rock on which she is 
seated. At times she offers a letter for her father, Vandermaelen, 
and she moans and weeps as the wary mariners, with their eyes 
fixed on her, and with folded arms, pursue their course in silence 
and in dread 





ORIGINAL PAPERS FROM ABROAD. 


FACTS AND FANCIES, 


BY WILLIAM COX 


Preternatural event —weather—flowers— fishmongers—association— New- York 


Tue sun shone to-day However extraordinary this statement 
is, nevertheless, truly and substantially correct The 


sun shone to-day! ‘This 1s no poetical conceit—no day-dream—no 
chimera of an over-heated imagination, but a plain matter-ot-fact 

Shine he did—and all the base calumnies which have been current for 
the last eight months about his having been expunged from the solar 
svstem, were this blessed fifteenth of May brilhantly refuted. Never 
has such a sensation been created by any event since the arrival of the 
account of the battle of Waterloo. ‘The natives regard each other 
with a sort of sulky satisfaction—foreigners are in eestasies—and It Is 
reported that two Persian merchants have become delirious through 
excess of jov' Sol's appearance at Uus juncture ts a me st fortunate 


circumstance for the government, whe were begmyung to get sadly into 


disgrace about his absence, (all mishaps here bemg reasonably laid to 
the charge of those who hold the rems of state.) and should there even 
vet not be a sufficiency of his presence to mpen the corn, let his ma- 
resty's ministers look to 1 

The weather has truly been awfully efficient for suicudal purposes, 


only the mftluenza diverted people s attention trom such thoughts 


This may be characterized as the year without a spring It is among 


the standing jokes of the stage, that the company of a country mana 
er enacted the tragedy of Hamlet with the character of that name 
omitted “for that myght only -* @o, in eighteen hundred and thirty 





+) 


seven, Dame Nature lias thought proper to “ omut’” the spring, (i Is 
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to be hoped for this vear only,) in the catalogue of the seasons ; or, at 
least, she has made her appearance in such guise as not to be recog- 
nized by her oldest admirers. In place of * ethereal mildness,” we 
have had snow, sleet, rain, hail, wind, and fog in endless variety, and 
sometimes in pleasing and harmonious concord. ‘That delicate and 
interesting personage whom Mr. Thomson has been pleased to deno- 
minate the “ rosy-footed May”—that impersonation of loveliness, 
whose breath is balm, and whose coming is usually heralded by buds, 
blossoms, birds, bees, and butterflies—beneath whose fragrant steps 
spring up “pale prumroses,” and * violets dim’’—and at whose approach 
*“ The hawthorn whitens, and the juicy groves 

Put forth their buds—untolding by degrees— 

Till the whole leafy forest stands display’d 

In full laxuriance to the sighing gales” 
has, this year, made her advent in a dusky, fog-coloured cloak, poke 
bonnet, and snow beots—an umbrella in ene hand, and with the other 
endeavouring to keep her draggled petticoats out of the one immense 
puddle into which the earth has been converted—waddling m her gait 
in consequence of rheumatick pains, and with her face swathed in flan- 
nel as a preventive against the tooth-ac he 

The pages of the pastoral poets have really, for some time, appeared 

hallucinations—reveries—dreams of the fabulous golden age ; and 
their healthy, hearty, glowing descriptions of the bright-eyed Sprng— 
so delicious, so loving, so real—mere visions of ideal beauty. It was 
utterly impossible to realize the fidelity of their painting. The month 
was Mav with the aspect of November The yellow and sickly fogs 


of declining autumn hung around you, unmellowed by the glory of the 


departing year: and the snow drove, and hail peppered vexatiously in 


your face, divested of the stern dignity of winter. Imagination was 
unequal to the task of transporting you from the muddy streets, and 
through the * thick, mcumbent air,” to pearly streams and pastures 
green; and such an invation as the following, seemed of a most pre- 


nd insulting character, something hke asking a man to dine 





posterous < 
off a bill of fare 
* Come, let us walk 
Where the breeze biows from yon extended field 


Of blossom’d beans. Arabia cannot boast 


ture was so spiritual—whose pleasures were so pure and ethereal— 
whose employments and enjoyments were not of this * earth, earthy.” 
The glorious blind old man required not the relaxations or stimulants 
which constitute m so undue a measure the happiness of grosser na 
tures. He could sit in darkness and people Paradise, and stray in 


Eden ; and when the body became overwrought by the supernatural 


glory of the mind's visions, it was his wont to soothe and refresh hun- 





self with soft musick he glorious blind old man' 


But enough of flowers A volume might be filled with genuine 


poetry in their praise And yet we must not take leave without hear- 


ing what the gentle bard of * The Seasons” has to say m favour of thei 


different qualities. The following passage is evidently a labour of 


love, and though it lacks the Shaksperian nchness of diction and ex 
uberance of poetick beauty, and has, perhaps, too much of the florist 


about it, yet will it amply repay quotation 


* Along these blushing borders, bright with dew, 
ed wilderness of flowers 
Fair-handed Spring unbosoms every grace 
Throws out the snow-drop and the crocus first 
The da SY, primrose, Violet, darkly blue, 
And polyanthus of unnumber'd dves 
The yellow wallflower, stained with tron-brown ; 
And lavish stock that scents the und 
From the soft wing of 
Anemones , 
th shining meal o'er all their ve 
And full ranunculas of glowing ; 
Then comes the tulip race, where Beauty plays 
Her idle freaks: from family diffused 
To family, as thes the father-dust, 





garden rr 
vernal breezes shed, 
auriculas, ennech'd 


vet leaves 














The varied colours run; and while they bre 

On the ct ‘d eye, th’ exulting florist marks, 
With secret pride, the wonders of bis hand 

No gradual! bloom ts want m the bud 
First-born of Spring, to Summer's musky t s 
Nor hyacinths, of purest virgin white 
Low-bent, and blushing inward ; wor ponqui 

Of potent fragrance ; nor Narcissus tar 

As o'er the fable fountain hanging still 

Nor broad carnations, nor gay spottea pinks 
Nor, shower'd from every bush, the damask rose 
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With hues on i 
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numbe 
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Speaking 


of flowers naturally suggest fishmongers—as some cha 


A fuller gale of 
Breathes through the 
Nor is the 
Full of fresh verdure 





vy, than, hi 


eral, thence 
sense, and takes the ravish'd sou! 


mead unworthy ot the foot 


. and unnumber'd flowers— 


iwence of nature, wide and wild 


racter nm some play would say, whose forte hes 


tine dissin 











used by mimick art, she spreads 
g eye 





‘re, un a 4 
ounded beauty to the rovir 
Here, their delicious task the fervent bees, 
In swarming millions tend: around, athw 
Through the soft air, the busy nations fly 
Cling to the bud, and, with inserted tube, 
Suck its pure essence, its ethereal! soul 

And oft, with bol they soaring dare 
The purple heath, or the wild 
And yellow load them with the lusci 
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us Spoil 


u Y on ¢ first glimpse of a fine day, how much is the reading 
But now, on the first glim g 


of such passagesnmprove d. How is the blood warmed—the pulse quick- 
ened—the fog rolled away from the mind —and with what an exceed 
ingly distasteful appearance house-roofs and chimney-tops have become 
suddenly mvested. Even the extensive parks, which add so much to 


the beauty and health of London, frimgemg the dingy city with a bor- 





der of bright green, are unable to satisfy your new-born rural cravings 


for wilder scenes, freer air, fresher grass, and fairer flowers 


' we had almost t what a 


Flowers forgetten such things were ; ve 


host of images of grace and beauty spring up at the name It seems a 
mistaken notion to suppose that the love of flowers is essentially femi- 


evinced a striking partiality fo 


if not effeminate stronyest minds have almost invariably 


nine, 


those trag lities How do some of 


old dramatists revel in 
The femi- 


seems more peculiarly to incline toward thei artificial re 


our rough, vigorous, stern, yet fine-minded 


. 7 
their descriptions of those dencious sprinkungs of nature 


nine tast¢ 


presentatives. Shakspeare loved them we ll—as, indeed, he loved all 


things with a genial and comprehensive love, from a pot of sack to a 





























] | 
primrose—and has seattered a thousand beautiful allusions to them 
over his pages Indeed, in few things is his pure ta and subtle 
dcdeiicacy of perceptron made more manites’ than in the various uses hie 
has made of flowers. W} can be more finely shaded than the difler 

} ' ‘ ' ] t fraecr ta nt ay i 
‘ es between the tresh and almest fragrant description of ers ol 
rhe martg that goes to bed with the sun, 
And with him rises, weeping 
Daffodils, 
That come before the swallow dares, and take 
The winds of March with beauty ; violets, dim, 
But sweeter than the lids of Juno's eves, 
Or Cytherea’s breath-—” 
the luxurious elegance ud cloving richness of the picture pamted | 
ine fairy Oberon 
“TI know a bank whereon the wild thyme blows 
Where xlips and the nodding violet grows 
Quite over-canopied with lush w ine 
With sweet musk-roses, and wit antin 
! 1+ 
ce pla ve id touc vw fancies of Arviragus 
Ww wers 
WwW e summer lasts vd I elia 
i sweeten thy sad grave t not lac 
The flower, that’s like thy face, pale ; s€ nor 
The azure hare-bell, like thy veins ; no, nor 
The leaf of egiantine, wh not to slander, 
Out-sweete not thy breath 
ea, and ft i moss besides, when flowers are none 
fo winter-gr id thy corse." 
In each of those cases the gentle children of Flora are imvest Ww 
a distinct moral sense and here we may be allowed an incident ( 





rk on ¢ magnanimmity of Shakspt ive, and the #ood-natured « 

lessness with which he ever regarded his most noble and beautiful ef 
rts, (if thew were efforts.) How almost any other poet wo ve 
: 

ged himself upen the production of such a passage as the oO 
Ss , 
‘ee how cavalerly Shakspeare treats it m the reply of G s 
Vv is brother— 

© Pryt have done 
»noty Mygeenca-lthe w Ss with that 
ch is so 0 Let us bury him 








i : } . 
ution loved flowers—how could rt be otherwise "—he whose na- 


lars. And . there are few more attractive sights than a London 
fishmonger’s shop at this season Of the year, with the numerous chow 
specnnens of the finny race spread out on white marble, (ever and a 
slhuiced with crystal water.) their gold and silver seales and varied 
hues glancing and ghstening m the sun. It ts almost as handsom 

a parterre Besides, it is : suggestive sight, and hints of t con 

on of tume (dinner-time,) when the interesting olmects before ve 





may appear in @ less beautiful, but more el: shape And the 
by the simpie power of association, with what multitudes of im 
is the mind peopled, as you stand contemplatively gaz t ove 
fishmonger's stall—(the poor deluded shopkeeper ndul i ‘ 





he looks at you, in 


iol 








; ng visio CXlonsive s ere i 
the lordly salmon, and he naturally brings to m is bi et 
silver Tweed, the line of demarcation between England d Sco 





and the fi 


hts and tor 


avs that have taken place 


Upon Ts Danks 


Abbotstord 


and Walter Scott 


and the 


famous scene of the spea 
of the salmon in * Guy Mannerng ;" or, may be, he comes from 
lay, and bonny Dundee,” and the fa city of Pert and t la 
maid of the same, and Harry Gow, and the fight between the « 


(JQuhe le and clan ¢ att 








yh rise » before vo o was caugh one 

of the Scottish lakes, where Professor Wils« an v kil any 
ol tus (the si =) K lred with « excoedmy cin 1D t 
re-kills them im the pages of Blackwood 4 till greate , ‘ 
there hes the mackerel, whose brilliant colours speak of the ** de« 
deep sea.” uncontamimated by mud « sand mi the codtes t 
sugyests the pic int regions « Newiloundland \ ! 
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ORIGINAL SKETCHES, 


PASQUALI, THE TAILOR OF VENICE. 





RY NF “ s 
Concluded from our last ne ¢ 
Tue hospital of St. Cire rh s chea ft the conve ! 
name, standing mone of the « sw chputt i ng iward 
sule of Ve e twa long building, w slow windows and lattices 
doors opening almost on the level of the sea, and the wards for the 
sick are large and well aired; but, except when the ecze us stirring 
impregnated with a saline dampness from the canal, whi us Pas 
ah remarked, was goed for the rheumat stn It was not se good 
lor the patient 
I} vite Fiametta ca worse al the fat 
festa fit « rheumatism | ’ \ t oss Ol het 
d oss nd t ‘ spatteri ‘ al Ve the | ‘ ‘ i i | | 
by the end of the week, to a rheumatick fever Fimetta w old and 
tough, however, and str led ma vom © Was) Ww the 
disease, but be r om t ‘ of her head, her lev hus 
band took occasion to s ( the respons Vv ot tar ne ol 
ver, and } | . ‘ | od uss St. Cireolamo 
id bespoke a v ‘ 1 a Sis I « ‘ ’ t K the 
mous father Grasparo al cont utile ‘ I ‘ iw dozing 
when they ved t t ‘ ‘ or the 
i of Know that s “ ‘ W il ! pon 
nit Sone me und wine f monk, a 1 I 
t s and the se to mix ¢ s ( they s sre Nav tlhe 
} s the poor dame’s | should be wane 
loward 1 the n aa Lb ’ iw ! 
und rw ‘ rss fall aml 
| t with @ Kiss f ‘e i, s y ' I netta 
Was mutte ! teglile \ il Work ‘ ‘ tee 
don tee ery e he to L the te ‘ i ht 
She took | bes the J of t festa, f © knew her 
‘ vere t ‘ He ere ‘ . ive ‘ ' v0 
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are stones, not water,) they murmured their hopes and wishes in the 
softest language under the sun, and with the soffoe roce ac jure d by all 
the inhabitants of this noiseless city. Fiametta had taken ice to cool 
her and coffee to take off the chill of her tee, and a biechiere del per fetlo 


‘ f } 
amore to reconcile these two entagonists in her digestion, when the 





shippers of a monk ded . and ina moment the recognised father 
Ga ) romade athird m the shadowy corner. ‘The expected bundle was 
under his arm, and he was on his way to Pasquali’s dwelling. Hav- 
ing assured the disconsolate tailor that she had had unetion and wafer 


as became the wife a citizen of Venice like himself, he took beart and 
grew content that she was in heaven. [t was a better plac e, and ‘Tur 
turila, for so litt as a gold ring, would supply her place in his bosom 


and ‘Turturilla 





week older when Pasqt 





The moon was but a brie 
stood in the church of our Lady of Grief, and father Gasparo within 
the P lings of the altar She was as fair a maid as ever bloomed in 


Titian, and the tailor was nearer 


the garden o 


worth pine men to look at, than the tract tered usu- 





on ol a man const 


ally the « on ol his profession Away mumbled the good father 


' 
upon the matrimonial serviee, thinking of the old wine and meh pas 
tres that were hold ‘ther sweetness unde cork and crust only til 


he had done this ceren ony, and quia ker by some seconds than it had 


ever been achseved before by priest or bishop, he arrived at the pu 


ting on of the ring. Lis hand was tremulous, and (oh unlucky omen!) 
he dropped it witinn the mlden fence of the chancel The choristers 


sparo d opped on lus kne es to look lori 





were called, and father 
but if the devil had not spirited it away, there was no other reason 
\ irch was in vain. Short of an errand to the goldsmith on 


the Rualto, it was at last determined the wedding could not proceed 


Why tha 


Father Ga paro we to hide his impatience within the restiary, and 


Ls a ! ' } 1 , 

Purturnila kne!t down to pray against the arts of Sathanas Betore 
] 

they had setiled severally to their pious occupations, Pasquali was 


half way to the Rialto 

Half an hour elapsed, and then instead of the lioht grazine of a 
swilt sped gondola along the chureh stairs, the sy lash of a sullen oar 
They had hastened to 


monk, choristers and 


was he ard, and Pas juali ste | ped on shore 





loor to receive him bride—and to their 


surpnse and bewilderment, he waited to hand out a woman im a 
strange dress, who seemed disposed, bridegroom as he was, to make 
him wait her leisure. Her clothes fitted her ill, and she carried in her 
hand a pair of shoes, it was Casy to see were never made tor her. She 


rose at last, and as her face became visib| 


e, down dropped ‘Turturilla 





and the pious father, and motionless and aghast stood the sunple Pas 


qual iametta stepped on shore ! 





In broken words I He had landed at the stairs 


near the fish market, and with two le aps reaching the top, sped off pas 


asquali explained 


the buttress m the direction of the goldsmith, when his course was 


arrested by encountering at full speed, the person of an old woman 


Hast ly raisme he r up, he recognise d his wite, who, fully recover d, | 


but without a gondola, was threading the zig-zag alleys on foot, on her 


way to her own domicil. After the first astonishment was over, her 


dress ¢ xpi ined the errour of the good father and the extent of his own 
misfortune. * e clothes had been hung between the bed of Fiametta 


and that of a smaller woman who had been long languishing of a con 


gun on. She died, and Frametta’s clothes, brought to the door by 


mistake, were recognised by father Gasparo and taken to Pasquali 


| 


The holy monk, chop-fallen and sad, took his solitary way to the 





convent, but with the first step he felt something slide into the hee 
of hus sandal He sat down on the church stairs and absolved the 
devil from theft—it was the lost ring, which had fallen upon his foot 


and saved Pasquali the tailor from the pains of bigamy 





COLLOQUIAL LECTURES, 


A SUMMER RHAPSODY. 


BY JOUN INMAN 


“Then, said the monk, ‘ These be vain and unholy dreamings ; think of 
them no more, but when they assatl thee, begin telling thy beads, and strive 
with the lying spirit; and, above ll, give freely to holy church of thy st 

And thereat the baren went on his way, Sad at heart, for he wi 
Matthew Paris 


stance 


not that his thoughts were evi 


Away to the mountain side, and the dark rapid stream of my own 




















native Cabarras! | am weary of toil, and the conventions of cit 

life, and the prison wall of thousands of human eyes, that are ever 

pon me ] would be tree one more, as | was free m the days that 

have lon past away on the lone hill—by the still lake, set hke a 

spa ling tone, in the very heart of a forest whose tall pines have 

bowed, with their eternal green branches, to the winds of a hundred 

year or still farther away from the haunts of mankind, to the vast 

pra that stretches, miles upon mm les, with no hulle k, or tree, not 

even asthrub on which the eve may repose for a moment, as tt sweeps 

the level horizon l pant for solitude, and room to give way to 

own tho ts, lora wo ld where there ts noa nee where t es 

none to door receive i or tor whose sake | ale 

tre bap ulses of my own ha ‘ In e crowded civil 
0 ; ive not ol own @uidi nm. co t Ss UOV cad . 

thing out of for wherever | turn, there ts a barrier ¢ 

or ot | e, or of factitious propricty ot to | ou t 

‘ ‘ ‘ soft ‘ d yeaso dl tres ’ t, | 

ra i devices of little recta I ‘ it move only ‘ 

‘ ! better to d still for eve \ ‘ 1 pa 0 ead 

‘ vu ow d with eyes forindden tow ae e over 

t! landse tothe mo ‘ ‘ 

‘ \ ‘ ot t ‘ ‘ he ! { ‘ ove ‘ ] t ! \ t if 

a e fora mon ( ot tM tra n wineh every ste s 

ce olled ty the ‘ nee of tho mh i his ¢ ile ota 

man; ¢ vonderful beme whose mind was intended to rule ove 

all the mate il world and | overned alone erent 1 

ahackled en es; mm this world of system and 1 lation, the soul 

ast pped of its privilege itis no le n agent, but hke the nee 

dle surrounded with tren, reft of its power and const: nuly forced into 





direcuons adverse to tts! 


But away to the desert! my spirit longs for the free solitude of the 














| 
uninhabited wild, where the herbage has sprung from the rch soul, and 
shot up to luxuriance, and withered away at the summer's close, year 
after year for ages, and never bent under a human tootstep; where 
the destroyer has never come with his accursed mventions to take the 
innocent life of the fearless bird, or the fleet deer that starts not with 
the wisdom of dear-hboughit ¢ xperience from the fatal presence of man: 
where the orious forest trees have never heen swe pt from the earth 
by thousands to gratily human caprice or human ¢ upidity Let me 
forget the world of constraint, and sorrow, and toil, and perpe tual ar- 
tifice, and escape for a tume to the region of nature and liberty, where 
only God's hand has wrought in unspeakable wonders; the region 


aml whose glories | revel m dreams 

Behold! ay, gaze for ever in mute admiration ! Wheresoever I 
turn, there is matter for breathless, fearful delight The tieree rays 
of noon are seorching the earth, but not one can pierce 


e I stand 


dred years; their hug 





py under These pines are the 
e tru ks, bh! weKETE d by ave, a 


arrow whose strongest flight could hardly attain the 


lolt ike the pillars of some vast te iple, measures 
he proudest of human fabricks wor 


tive; Egyptian or Grecian art never imi 





ch lofty and solemn grandeur as that formed by t 


























mass of ther gloomy verdure ¢ 1s not a breath of air to rustle 
iong their wide-spreading branches ; and nothing disturbs the awt 
et, save now and then the quick angry bark of the squirrel, the 
bu y tap of the strong billed woodpecker, or the harsh seream Ol the 
mocking-bird. ‘The soul is weighed down with a feeling of reverence, 
ind bows to the sublumity of mayestick Far away tothe left 
rolls a broad river, whose swilt waters never pbore rait, or canoe, or 
ha of human construction , net, or spear, of bD 0 never mn 
flieted ith upon one of the beautiful creatures t 1 its deep 
rece s The solemn forest extends to its very b t 3 prox 
imuty is betraved by the wilder and more lixunant veg on to whi 
it ves bir ands ance Mynads ot wild flowers of every « 
ceivable hue are gemming the earth; vines and creepers are twining 
like huge serpents around the trunks, and stretching their vast length 
from branch to branch of the owantick trees ; and from the virgin soil, 
enriched by the decaying veyetable deposits of ages, are springing 
thousands of sh s, bushes and mosses, that have never been classed 


iF n leaves that rustle 
" 


r light tread; enormous spiders have hung their long 


rds dart swiftly over 








wets, park! with dew drops, from the vines and sapl ngs, ner 





ind there may be seen droves of wild hogs, rabbits scampering 


holes, or flocks of prweons wheeling in swift flight through the trees ; 


| ' 
and the ear is startled at tumes, by the sudden whuirr of the partridge % 


or the terrible warning note of the rattle-snake 
But sec ' was ever | ospect more glor ous than the superb sweep 
of the eye from the descending slope, at the bottom of which rolls the 


mighty river’ Fed by the streams of a thousand hills, its dark waters 


pour along, noiseless, gloomy, but swift, and second only in breac 


rant Missouri 


remon has flowed the eter 


Who ean tell from what distant and unvisited 


ial stream that is hastenmg by, to mingle 


to the 





its waves with those ot the trackless ocean From what maccessible 





snows trickle the numberless rills that unite mm forming its source ' 
W hat savage and unknown tribes are scattered over the wild luxuriant 
plains thro gh whiel if sweeps in its lengthened ¢ ireer! TI nue 





tree that is even now rushing by on tts rapid resistless current, with 
its vast roots and wide-spreading branches towering over the flood, 


ve soil by an aretick tempest; the 


rom is na 


Was perhaps torn 


enormous trank has perhaps voyaged thousands of miles since it was 
hurled trom its abidi ! t 


ice by the force of the m y wind, or stil 








j it 
mightier waters on which it is now upborne, like a feather dancing 
over the ripples of some dimimutive fairy streamlet Hark to the loud 
spla h of the leaping stur con! Quick as the hohtning’s le mi, the 


re darts from the nver’s bosom, scattering dr 





s, and imstantly fallmg agaim with a se 
that echoes along the shores, while the cireling waves spre d, rng 
after ring, betray the spot where be fell Far over the waters the 


into a mountain whose steep sides are 





opposite bank rises abn 
covered with dark thick-growing evergreens ; the wild laurel, and the 


juniper, and thousands of dwarfish cedars ; but scattered about are 





patches of cold dull gray, which tell of the naked rock, from whose 


bosom the thin soil has been torn away by s and winds of past 





ages And see! high over head soars a lordly rle, ng with 
out an effort in wide circles, far above the k of the mo 





tain, and covering space for an empire wt 














strong vision. Witha single sweep of his mighty pinon he shoots | 
away lke an arrow from the bow of the vigorous mountaineer, and 
then with lus w rs wide-spread and motionless, r through ° 
the sustamir air, rejoicing in tis une lied speed ve vitha fl 
so calm and true that not one plume of hus arching neck is rutfed 
Thousands of yards beneath him, the broad stream hes, dim edt 
his gaze by distance to a rivulet, glancing in the summer sun, and t 
huge rocks that topple on thet if too s il to 
rive a resting we te Ss e\pa ot hvu fit 
to become prey ¢ « no i the pla eyond 
or m tue shadow ot « rocks, or byt ‘ ‘ t cist u 
st n 1 puss ‘ cd ty the puere r ove tro y 
he itis claneing overt ene below A wanton kid ‘ 
the yoy of its young heart among the cliffs, watched by the lovin 
eves of tts wild dam, that hes upon the ( of yore iked ro 
baskit mtide beams. The « es si 1 mome 
fixed 1 . wire l n at t 
j ‘ } { of on sesion te , . ool 
s0 t l s i mt fl s v 
“ ) ove - 4a dw y w ‘ a 
but morse s as dew cs on \ 
‘ | ol ' s ~4 
CN r 
' j _ ‘ \ r 
Dur ‘ ‘ ’ P 
‘ ‘ | { ‘ ! ! 
‘ ' t © ) 
WE ‘ . 
, . ' 
‘ I ) ( ‘ | 
’ tin } 1 i ; 
\ ds « ‘ dt 
{ vered rant w bea ’ 
Batt us the t he sechy ] the | 
‘ a vel “ I 1 moveme t eve, W 
vainly strives to fe s rl viewless progress as it darts 0 
t flower ke a v vcd gem, gat ing from every one its sweets }, 
with but a eingle hiss. Rays of every hue and of the most perfect || 


brilliance glitter from its plumage ; and on its tiny head it wears a 
crest that gives out flashes hike the diamond. ‘The humming of its 


wings is scarcely louder than the drowsy note of the industrious bee 











with which it shares the nectar of the flowers. See! The splendid 
creature has darted like a sun-beam close to where I sta I could 
reach it with the slender wand tom in passing from the hazel-bush, 


beneath whose shade we saw the young oppossums gaily feeding 
Shall I strike it to the earth! It is a bird; the least of all the fea- 

the wonder and the darling of 
j 


it has come still nearer, and 


thered race 


1¢ curious ornithologist 


p it with my hand 






























—Perish the thought ! How should I presume to ask or hope for 
merey in my dying hour with the gu lt upon my soul of having crushed 
that bright and beautiful existence’ ‘The God who made me, also 
made the humming-bird ; endowed it with capacity to feel, and si fier, 
and enjoy ; and shall I dare to take the life to which tts right is just 
as perioct as is mine to that wich ] possess, and for the sake too, ol 
the verv love ess designed to give that life protection’ Bl 
and ng 1@ act, the be y which my crvel nature 7 
Lo pe vert trom the benevolent p ose of its Cr or, and W tintoe 
a motive for destruction!’ Go thy way unharmed, most innocent and 
lovely being; the cruel hawk would spare at 7 sO €Xq ‘ life 
so made for joy and beauty ; man alone would inflict suffering and 
death upon thee, and man isa stranger here 

There is a storm brew ramo tin s 1 { that 
was welcomed so lately, as it came stea rat mterval water 
whose bosom it s¢ ree had power to ruffle, swee s through the forest 
now, in short, fitful gusts, tossing the long slender branches in wild 
confusion, and whirling up the dead leaves from the « » upon which 
they are thickly strewed, yellow and wit 
that certain doom to which all ¢ 1 
pauses between, there Is a icariul é do who 
which, intense as it was now, has bee 
tick f ess a } ty « ss ‘ 
and « ressive ;, t K | ‘ cloud t 

1 fre t ane trees issues a dis 
that to the ear of fancy seems a groan of lan 
ot the expected tempest It ex es 
ire torn trom their br es and § 1 vit thousands pon 
the wings of the storm ; sud i darkness, like t of midn t oods 
over the ¢ i; alewl aro of rain come . upon the thick 
masses ot foliage, soon to be followed by a desc ur torrent vid 
the river's bosom r<« 1 and waveless but a lew inmutes s ¢, is 

0 foam and plo d yin ( iving f ows by the 

rush of the hurricane Hark to the mar O1 e thunde the voiwe 
of Ommpotence ¢ the clements to batti« I | T Lashes, 
and all around ts a blaze of fearful d nnend ble lendour ; mil 
lions of torches could not dispel the gloom of this old forest, over- 
shadowed by the bla k storm-bear ng clo ds, v 1! ed zing 
and intolerable radianee Avam and again it luminates all the fir 
mament; and see, how the to streams play round the brow of the 


precipice’ Heavens, what a t hek pe il! Be: nning with a sharp 




















ind sudden crack, succeeded by a continuous rattle, al in sound, 

louder than the volleved mnging of ten thousand skets, and 
end rwitha roar, coms ired “ i which, t most apy ing noises 
of human invention are but the d murmur of a gentle stream, 
in contrast with the booming of an angry sca against the rocks of some 
bold ¢ pe or he idland Another peal, and yet more awful! It is 
the day of doom’ Down to your knees and pray, for surely the last 
trump is soune rto announce the awful moment in which earth shall 
pass away, and all that it contains te pt one co lete and ter 
nble destruction. Impending rum overhangs the bright and beautiful 
creation but the tv hand controls the r ne clements, and 
his bidding has already gone forth to put a limut to their fury ‘The 
rain descends with tenfold violence ; no longer in streams, but as it 
were in floods, that break not im their fall ; vet 1s the howl r r the 
wind less tierce and eadful, and ¢ succeed r mder-peal is 
shorter and more disti than the last The mtervals between the 





flashes of the hehtning longer mm duration, and fait cicams of day 





are breaking thro i the gioom that ove ds the firmament. Hail 
to the first yoyful sunbeam, prereing the riven clouds! And now how 
fast they roll away. and leave the br int blue of the clear skies 
unshrounded! Th rain-drops | lant from the leaves, and from the 
tendrils of the es, and re rin the bosom of the flowers, sparkle 
hke countless diamonds m the sun-l t; the aris cooled, and the 
hot earth refreshed, and the birds are again g and pouring forth 





their melody among the to 


THE TRYSTING-PLACE, 


We met not in the sylvan scene 
W hu lovers wish to mect 
Where skies und woods are green, 


And opening blossoms sweet 





B the citv’s busy d 
Where Mammon holds his reign, 

Sweet intercourse we s to win, 
Mu ' sid 

A © us Was V SKY, 
Aro d, a crowded cet 

Yet ) ) ' 1 me, 
\W sth our y ct 

We dwelt not on the t's note, 
Ors As ! 

Wi 1 ! j s fc ua 
| Fi \ 

I ’ ‘ our ear 
' 

i . A ad wh 
i 

\ ! s tone, 
\ ‘ ‘ 

Wi Lone, 
' 
Mids 3 

A ’ 

i ‘ t a 
tT % 

No. s wings, 
Hiss ‘ ’ 

And « ; and mine, 





On Uns—our trysiimy-p.ace 





Peete 


hog 
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cor 
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efter” 


THE NEW-YORK MIRROR: DEVOTED TO LITERATURE AND THE FINE ARTS. 

















** Old, odd ends, I'nf "—Rthard IIT 
ot ’ ee ee ot 
Many of the plays of Shakspeare bear evidence that his mind was 
deeply imbued with the language, history, and philosophy contained 
in the Bible ; and some of the eloquent and atlecting oi S$ COnCEe}- 
tions, itis beheved, may be traced—net as far-fetched- iO that great 
ou head of ne y all that 1s found to be truly wise and elevated 





in tue Vv sululons among ! 


men; and numerous instances of familiar 
ov writ ime 1 


use of the very wor sot H . yulVvor ly prove his estimation 
of the force of tts language, and how intimate the a juaintance, Which 


could thus interweave tts phraseology with the ordmaryv current of 
. ' lat r , — nol = 
thought Ot the latter, the following « xamples are given 


Bree SHAKSPEARE 











The apostle says * Rude am I in my sneech.” 

* But though | be rude in speech.” Othello, Act 1. se. 3 
2¢ xt. 6 

Consume t e eves and grieve thy *Shew his eves and griere his 

hear 1 Sam. i. 33 heart Vac ActIV. sc 

“7 is euvht me into the “7 if s the way to dusty 

dust of Psalms death ul Act V.sc. 5 

“That thou doest, do quickly.” “"T were w vere done quich 
hn xui. 27. ly sla Act l.sc.7 

* Unstable as water—thou shait *She was false as water.” 

never excel.”—Gen. 49 

“Lam black, but comely.” “Or for that lam t i." — Orhel le 

* Look not upon me, because I am * Mistake me not nv « “x 

black te cles Ion, the shavowy ve ol t i 

* Look not upon me, because Lam = nished sun.” 

black ec Ause - 1 hath looked Merch. of Venice, Act Il. se. 

upon me Song 1.0 

Iw ke nations of thee, and * Thou shalt get kines. Then, pro 














‘Anit I j whe é i “Why i itlangh then when Il 
Sarah [augh.” said 5 oM 
Then 3 demed, saying, I} 1, the Was no Ss lin mv 
laughed not.”"—Gen. xvi. 12 t F Act il. se. 2 
* Seeing t his if $ i up There whe I have t 
in the lad’s hie Gen. Kil ) my 
Wh 1 must bear no 
life.”— Othello, A lV. sc. 2 
“and A echt an axe s “What w s before us 
hand and “ f at “The w Bir 
t 3s. a t 7) i $ l ‘ vs ‘ ’ an 
® ‘ ands t a t ! 
- ave ¢ rake t - We sha wi n $4 
haste a loas i ‘ ‘ “ 
A " ' eC wise it “it shall be aone 
every and f M Act V. sc. 4 
wed A udges 1x 43 
‘And | that t is ‘The f yw thateit x . 
> w i ‘ r ‘ 
s r ‘ Axvr 25 g bre < " i 
ris Jd ‘ it he cared is t ‘ t 
‘ ‘ 5 vasa} 
huiet, 2 ad Lb g Joan au. C * Whe can " s { that 
d 
1 1 , ' 
and k “ ! t 
lim i ‘ 
“le % n. IT eaucht him bv his *Ltook by the throa cire 
bea t ew Cist > € 
ts » XV ws 0 Act V.sc.2 
Ovened J his 1 and “May this pe ‘ irs j 
st ‘ vot ed ay acCursed i th 
. ’ Macbeth 
c e number « ’ 
* And the craves w »onened. and “In the most h 7 . v stat 
t Vv s t < t a iit ‘ ef 
7 : ‘ P aves J t es Ss 
t ‘ ' 4 ‘ . » ‘ s 
t t ind a A i unto and r en 
1 ‘ XX fl Hamlet, Act l I 
Vha ‘ W ta ‘ t 
¢ . a t v " ‘ 
P 1 ce s f ‘ 
‘ ‘ ex : ‘ " 
c Psa. vin. 4. Het 6 ke a ¢ Chet f “ i 
t iragon of ils 
lia tA ' © 
N r lay dead in his har “we ,’ harness on 
nes Va x\ 2 t ks.’ Vv t V. sc. 5 
rom a ££ ver of impressive s cts tr r by 
Shakspeare from t Bible into tes unmortal plays { etore t 
e deservedly nortal, that of t rrest of t 7 ‘ 
len of Gethsemane will conclude the present paper. I 
s ( s fu vw expect deprived of the ass L sv wal 
ul t 1 Ww i cone pating t Lromes t ) ’ 
power of darkness,” the glory and triumph of * the Man of sorrows 
ears shorn of its splendours and degraded, when made ) i 
' 
upon the essayed capture of “ The Moor of Vemece 
The Sav r ! lared that the hour was come when he was to 
be vod ’ is ol i] 
That “ ‘ tot rd The Moor, w surrour y his 
« 1 . 5s 1 
il <t : sorr his i t es ‘ tle 
‘ 2 a ’ ! 
Ana - s ns t é | st t 
t y 
t y c s I ties prey ’ 
¢ wT " 
‘ s ten & uivin t 
a ‘ ! ic > € ‘ 
* Ke ' ’ » t swords, for 
p y <w s t wh t em 
r tia ' sv i ** Were it my cue to fight, Il should 
s I t have known it without a prompt 
i 
| 
t 5 
aX Af gz. 
Ar } . ‘ " ‘ ‘ 
\ \ n asserting that the later and on 
wo . Shak ar —y" tatio 
8 t tot foor ol 7 t ‘ 
r = nt<« lio vw - i 1 i 
.t e7 1 list of books in the I 
sh tencue. to w our attentic heen directed by his dist 
‘ 1 } rr - , - 
Ft ed vraphers, as sources from whence his almost super 


human mind sought to satisfy its longings after knowledge, the Bible | 


is yet to be added, and vindicated as the foundation and “ chief 





corner stone” of the wisdom of Shaksptare '—American Monthly 


IN" 


| TO READERS AND CORRESPOND 





“The Moral of Evening” ts gwict and old-fashioned, but it lacks the viv 
vis.—“ The Texan Song of Liberty” as more pairwiltck than poctica ihe 
piece Commencing, 

“It was all chaos; 
Matter was toget hurled 


And mead reigned,” etc 





























Though remind both of Paradise Lost and Byron's darkness,is nol pre 
Jeravie to etther of (hose poems. The writer speads of ; 
‘The listlessness of feelings unemplove 
whrch ts hardly an improvement upon Byron's line 
“The waste of feelogs une ved.” 
Seriously spealing, tf the writer of * Crea i” feels @ calling + heart 
wrle q ei farm ion inf thot Ae t re its nalu r 
waste his tune wn alitemptiag Byroncks—which were @ 
aa are now (hor as oul of fas " Ww 4 1 , ‘ 
that we are sor t we Ais por favours A.G's i” t 
our nes Ln " ss und advisemen A Sact 1s \ 
! entin t ! & nan of fee tw nd 
years sin u i have mace a hay rele a 
fae cn tisnow lt ac to give point to tae articie, W a ¢ ’ 
again from the write 
THE NEW-YORK MIRROR 
» 4 4 ° A I way \. 
SATURDAY, JULY 8, 1837 
Congress of Indians.—\t is proposed to hold a re sentative asse ‘ 
the wild tribes of the west at Washington, ia the hope 
eral | Kk Sistem among them. The idea is an cxce t The 
is approacl » when we are to learn how Mr. Cass's zg s e of 
ect the eu rand resident t s lo one ¢ i 
vorders Is to Operate the last ¢ it years gove [i i y s le 
engace i¢ precisely w i 1m ew away 
i a Ss t m va y 4 t i > a) ‘ 
the United States and t rst inwe e enemy 5 . ea 
! eciate ¢ the preserv i of the | im race 1 sag 
high-souled bi er of the proj > in all va is a “ 
‘ ‘ i it 1 @& Se es 1 i years “ if eV ‘ 
perseverance to tt rination of his cele é 
s « yé en Was tu] ‘ t ex 
Hle subsequ y pr ‘ i ed at h@ Was as ann s ‘ 
t 4 > sasto retain uj ‘ > 
a precarn . WwW s ving an ‘ ‘ 
‘ es s poss to cak “ ' 
work us witht i sof wa s 
t eu a« ri 4 $ yur t ! i pu u ‘ 
abie ese iree ba . ex st 
bitta t “ sthata ya 7 i “ 
‘ ide i Lhese ‘ t . have i 
t rhiata e half-educa l i “ ‘ ‘ 
sol t “ Ss i i et ‘ 
awit ‘ t wi y mu ey have 
Aries, seorr ef of ege ess ! Te t ' ‘ 
t That so ‘ who uatting 7 ' ss 
the shrewd kh Wleadee wi I t 
‘ v « ir i, and s t 
. bpre lidian silie en i 
t { 1 eve 
sed « f India ut Wa ww 
ereafle ' ally e same l athe 
' tk ' css I Ss will i ‘ ‘ 
“ " 
s ea eft t epres 
" “ “ \ ex 
rors aud we t “ i ne ¢ 
t t { ‘ " 
‘ tal, they w y back to the 
I t ’ ‘ ‘ t ‘ 
‘ ‘ J t ‘ 4 ify a 
| s " i,t : the ‘ 
‘ i ela 
ts W ’ few as ‘ 
z an Wou a ve rol A 
4 fowching pictur I Baltumore Trans¢ 
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But do not think that I can bid 


My first and dearest dream depart: 


Oh? love has only left my lip, 


To sink the deeper in my heart. 


I cannot bear to sing of love 


It seems like sacrilege to me, 


Teo let a cold and careless world 


Hear words which only are for thee, 





fRiscellanies. 


MIDNIGHT mt 


SICK 


* Whar wakes me from my heavy sleep 


With tones so low and sweet 
Oh, mother, see, 
So late within the street 


*‘Thear no sound 


who can if be 


I see no form— 


Oh, slumber soft and mila’ 
No midnight musick comes for thee, 


My poor and sickly child 


“It was no music 


*k of the earth 


That sounded in my ear 


The 





PATENT MEDICINE 
likely te have the wind taken out of 
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pounds, but is deserihe das ‘mid and pleasant in its nature and operation 


a vegetable ac 





being compounded o 


tick, in a lucid interva , While searching for bird's nests in a maner 
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ywrder to show 
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briefest of the certificates to the 


angels call me 
Good mght, Oh, mother dear 


» healing art, who diffuses his manifestoes through th 


jus providentially brought inte ne 
the estimation 


with their song 


their sails by a disting 


of mercury, or other 


cidentally found by a 


tice, for the benetit 


nowhich it is 


llustrious perfector of the 


a little newspaper published at Berlin, in Pennsylvania 
medicine, the KAJEEB BRIWMN, or Grand Imperial Renovator 


The ministers of Hygeia thronghout the Union, are 


hed professor 
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ined to the advertisement from which we ¢ opy the following accounts of 


remarkable cures 


























“Dear pocror—l! was stone blind for sixteen vears, and tried the Thomp- 
sonian medicines, from numbers one to twenty, and cot worse of course 
Bought a bottle of your invaluable me ond by merely looking in it, was 
restored to sight tmmediately Your grateful friend, JAMES STONE.” 

Laputa, November, 5, 1825 

“ Vy DEAR VON HUMBI Some ten vears since, | was so unfortunate 9s 
’ atch the ‘manta potu,’ which united with that worst ita me. t 
* Rrandreth-pholna,’ continued to delude my system in an extraordinary ree 
From the combined effects of these two epidemicks, | have been 
sane Hospital forty-nine times Cured by my wife shouty six tin my 
ear, ‘ kajeeb bry wion A. C, DEWBERRY, M. D.” 

Philadelphia, January 9, 183 

(Translation 
Caf 1, July 2. 7820 
Drar rorn—A ittwentyv vears rT} mvs r dislocat va 
atroke tre 7 {with all the ex s ailou s, Teo 

t it re t iit k the hvwe ‘ . | suffered ext nely 
until w rayear, | bought the ‘ka wi was pm \ 
cured by rubbing the contents of one tle on the end my nos Grat 

y yours t AMES GULI 
* New Vay 2, 1835 

“Sy aken with a violent attack of the Is feve The 
eo ‘ 1 mv stomach in } s tant s 1 N a t 
Thomse . until T threw up evervt it v ots a < s ] was so 

rw that I had the death-t ' hi the dea w imy ‘ 


for «ix weeks. Cured bv reading 





irections envelo z th 


LLIAM 


THROGMOR 





(Translation. } 
““ Chamount, May 29, 1830 
“TI_iosrrious stR—Hunting last f I was buried by an avalanche 
frozen sufl—dug out by neighbours this spring—thawed by two botties 
PIERRE JBAN JACQUES.’ 





** Wilmington, August 21, 1827 

* DEAR BaRon—I was blown up by the explosion of a powder-mill a short 
time ago, when happening to remember that | had some of your ‘ kajeeb 
brywmn,’ | took but one drink, and came down light as a feather. Your 
frend, JAMES AtRy.” 


“My pear str— For twenty years | was deaf as a post. Nothing cave me 
reliet. Bought your medicine—smelt the cork, and was as sound as a trout 
ima minute.—Ever yours, FREDERICK VON STKETCHER.” 





Barataria, February, 18, 1827 
** Lyons, February 18, 1831 
. 

“Mon CHER pocTrEUR.—I was in one tam scrape—sacre—terrible. I was 
engaged to play at de concert de compagnie was assemble le maire was 
dere, et tout de nobilite. When tuning my violin—parbleua—de strings ecraser 

break, and ne plus—no more good in de city. What Ido. Lrub one 
of your ‘kajyeeb byrwmn’ on de back of my teedie, when de 
grow out surprising long, and | jouer bien, andsave my er fille graces 
a votre medicine PIERRE 


FRANCOIS.” 

These are but a few of the seven hundred 
huutired and sixty-nine certificates, which, in the month of March, 1837, had 
already been ft vet they will the universal use- 
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dos strings 
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ind ninety-one thousand, seven 


led give some [taint idea of 

















fulness of the * Kayeeb Brywmn, or Grand Imperial Vegetable Renovator ,’ 
and Doctor Von Humbug only asks of the skeptical to give him acall and try 
for themselves 

N. B. Doctor Jansen Von Humbug is the sole agent for this countv; and 
all the “ Kayeeb Brpwrin” offered by Thomsuonian doctors, or anybody else, 
s werthless and spurious, 

TALKING TURKEY The exact sientfication of this colomick ase has 
centiy been discussed by some of our mtemporaries, and has been finally 
settied by the Oneida Democrat, wl ch gives” nh account of its ’ An 
I inand a white man went a shoot partners umdaw turkey 
inda »w were all the result of the ¢ rT winte man in susua 
st ! mak a bargain with the Indian, proposed a \ ’ the s 
n this wav *Now, Wampum, vou may have vour « ce, you take the 

ow and I'll take the turkey, or it vou'd rather, I’ ake the turkey and vo 
ike t ‘ ‘ Wampum reflected a moment on the gene is alternative 
thus ind replied—*Ugh' you no talk turkey to me a bit.” 

ARGUMENTATIVE ‘he Vermont Mercury has the tf wing Exce t 
ence lately eto rction by a down-east laws “ There are three 

sin the s may it ease \ r honour,” sa the ete ts« n 
s “In first we, We « tend that the kettle was cra whe ( 
we ee ¥, that it Was W when we return t un 
that we never had it 
A COMPAR x Tack said a v youne fellow to his « ur 
what ss yecanin e those two srull-taning va 5 t t 
l am suret “ ! i ast? 

i t : ‘ Pa n edt ‘ y 
meres with vou, but ft mv part I ally that where there 
many ts of beanty, tt may be some occas { t { snuffe 

Discovery.— An expedition unde nand l tenant Pevt t 
the erparters j ws Rive i rt r s¢ a larve lake ¢ 
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The following 
pencil on the “ fly leaf” 
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Sunday School book, 


derived, 


Are they not worthy of a publication ’ 


I would shine in diamonds, 


THE WISH 
AUGUSTA 


in coloured gems be « 


in that entertaining 
but it Is supposed they are origina 


lines, says the Christian Witness, were found written in 


called * Early Impres 


narrative. It is 


iressed, 


The rainbow for my mantie, the stars upon my breast ; 
Feathers, fringes, flowers 


Should make the hum 
And Il would lead the 
Thus joy should fill my golden cup, till life's | 


I would be a beauty 
My cheeks should « 
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ening roses show, my lips a verm 
My alabaster brow and neck should dazzle 
My dimple smiles should win all hearts, where’er my beauty 
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Thus would I charm the world by my bewttching 
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thus fill up my cup of 
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power, 


till life’s last lingering hour 











Give me not wealth nor beauty / Task a spirit keen ; 
A wit that sparkles while it burns; that cuts as soon as seen 
Like a blazing . | would trace t portentous path, 
And all shoul pat my shr nble at my wrath 
Thus | wou the w tt power, 
And tillimy ystal cup, "s las ngering hour 
EMILY 
These iare not ask, the ht the soul wher en 
At 1 4 pure heart, that guides us safe to heaven 
A gen ave to lead In wisdo sw 8, 
To ma umyv youth, and use uilmy ays, 
That tL always rule n by virtue owe;r 
My « of bliss wil vertlow bevon vy latest hou 
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